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PREFACE. 


Tarxt is, perhaps, nothing more unintereſting than the ge- 
nerality of thoſe preliminary diſcourſes, in- which Authors too 
TEAGALY lay out much of their time in talking of themſelves 
and their works. 'The importance of a Man to himſelf is fully 
diſplayed, while the Reader yawns over the tedious page, or 
laughs at the rhetoric, that would perſuade him he ought to 
be pleaſed. The prelent Writer has been wiwilling &g, upon al- 
moſt all occaſions, to conform to a practice which he' Caw attend - 
ed with ſo little ſucceſs: But the following Tragedy 1s ſent into 
the world in a manner that may require ſome explanation. It 
| hasnot gone through the fiery trial of the Theatre ; nor 15 it re- 
commended by the favourable deciſion of an Audience. The 
pomp. of ſplendid ſcenery, and the illuſions of the fkilful per- | 
former, have not awakened the public attention ;—The Play 
' ventures abroad, without having previouſly gained, by the ad- 
vantages of repreſentation, a charater, which in the leiſure of 
the cloſet 1s not always ſupported. But this circumſtance, while it 
raiſes no expeQation, may, on the other hand, excite a prejudice 
not eaſy to be ſurmounted. If it be of any value, why was it not 
produced i in the uſual form of a Public Exhibition ? The reaſons 
| that influenced the Author, would lead to a long and frivolous 
detail. Whatever thoſe reaſons were, whether caprice, whim, 
peeviſhneſs, or delicacy, they were of weight to determine 
his condutt. His work, however, does not go forth with ac- 
cuſations of any kind ag:iinſt the Proprietors of either Theatre : 
it makes-no appeal from their judgment, The fa is, it never 
was in their hands ; and where there was 20 refuſ:l, there can 
be no room for complaint. | 


IT nced not be diſſ-mbled, that the Play was written with a 
view to the Stage. It was begun and finiſhed in the Summer 1783, 
at a time when the Author was dilabled, by a nervous diſorder i in 
| Az 
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his eyes, from purſuing a more important work, which has en- 
| gapged ſeveral years of his life. It was painful 1 to read, and he 
found amuſement neceſlary. He walked 1n green fields, made 
verſes, and threw them upor paper in charaQters almoſt illegible. 
For a ſubje, | he was not long at a loſs, | He remembered that 
Madame de Szvigne * mentions her having attended the repreſent- 
ation of Ariane, a Tragedy by the younger Corneille, 'Fhe 
play, ſays that amiable Writer, though in its general ſtyle and 
condu® flat and infipid ; was, notwithſtanding, followed by all 
Paris, not for the ſake of the poetry, Do” he AQreſs, La 
Champmele, whom ſhe calls the greateſt prodigy the Stage ever 
beheld. 'The others were diſguſting ; but when the Champmele 
entered the ſcene, a murmur of applauſe ran through the Theatre; 
every heart was intereſted, and every eye diflolved intears. 


Warn this country could, with pride, boaft of an Atreſs 
equally followed, and perhaps with better reaſon ; it occurred that 
a Tragedy, with the beauties of the original, but freed from it's 
defefts, might, at ſuch a ſeaſon, be acceptable to the Public. 
The defets, which\drew down the judgment of ſo enlightened a 
_ Critic as Madame de Sevigne, are pointed out with minute exaQ- 
neſs, by the judicious Voltaire. From that pleaſing Writer we | 
learn, that the Tragedy in queſtion ſtill keeps it's rank upon the 

tage, whenever an Actreſs of eminence wiſhes for an opportunity 
to diſplay her talents in a principal charater. 'The fituation he 
obſerves, is intereſting and pathetic : * A princeſs, who has 
done every thing for her hero ; who has delivered: him from a 
cruel death, and facrificed all conſiderations for his ſake ; who 
| loves him generouſly ; who thinks herſelf laved i in return, and 
"deſerves to be ſoz who finds herſelf, at laſt,” abandoned by the 
Man whom ſhe adores, and betrayed by a Siſter whom ſhe alſo 
loved : <A woman thus ſituated,” ſays Voltaire, * forms the happieſt 
ſubje& that has come down to us from antiquity.” Notwithſtand- 
ing this general account, Yoltaire*s obſervations, which trace the 
Author ſcene by ſcene, ſhow that Madame de Scvigne was not mil- 
takes 1 in her judgment. 


. Vide her Letter 1st April, 1672, 
+ See his Edition of Corneille's Works. 
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| SyaLiL thepreſent Writer flatter himself that he has removed 

the vices of- the firſt concotton, and ſubſtituted what 1s better ? 
He has certainly endeavoured to do it. For this purpoſe a 
New Fable was neceſſary. The progreſs of the buſineſs re- 
quired to be condutted in a different manner, with more ra- 
pidity, and without thoſe languid ſcenes which weaken the in- 
tereſt, and too often border upon the dialogue of Comedy. The 
charaRters were to be caſt in a new mould; and inſtead of defini- 
tions of the paſſions, their conflict, their vehemence, and their va- 
rious tranſitions, were to be painted forth in higher colouring, 
than are to be found in the French compoſition. The Reader, 
therefore, is not to expe a mere tranſlation. The Author does 
not ſcruple to ſay that he entered into a competition with the 
original; that he has aimed at a better Tragedy ; and to uſe the 
words of a late elegant Writer, he hopes he has ſhown ſome inven- 
tion, though he has built upon another man's ground. 


Bur here again the queſtion recurs, if the new ſuperſtruture 
raiſed upon the old foundation has any merit, why not produce 
it with all the advantage of that celebrated AQreſs, who, it ſeems 
inſpired the firſt deſign ? The plain truth ſhall be the anſwer: 
When the piece was finiſhed, the Author had his moments of ſelf- 
approbation, and in his firſt ardbur, hinted to a friend, that he in- 
tended to give it to the Stage. Bur ſelt-approbation did not laſt 
I6hg :—That glow of imagination, which (to speak the trutk) 
1s ſometimes heated into a pleaſing delirium with its own work, 
ſubſided by degrees, and doubt and diffidence ſucceeded. A Play, 
that might linger nine nights upon the Stage, was not the obje&R 
of the Author's ambition ; Whether he has been able to execute 
any thing better, he has not conſidered for a long time, nor has 
he now courage .to determine. He has often ſaid ro himſelf, in 
the words of TULLY, Nzhil huc, nifi perfetum ingenio, Elaboratum 
dnduſtria, afferri oportere ; and aiter adopting, in his own casa, 
ſo rigid a rule, how ſhall he preſume to ſay, that the production 
of a ſummer can boaſt either of genius, or the elaborate touches 
of induſtry ? | 


Ix this irreſolute ſtate of mind, the Author's reſpe& for the 
Public, who have done him, upon former occaſions, VEry parti» 


Az 
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cular honour, increaſed his timidity : he was unwilling to appear 
a candidate for their favour, when he was not ſure of adding to 
their pleaſure. At preſent, being to give an edition of ſuch 
pieces, as he has been able to produce, he could not think of 
keeping back the only dramatic work left upon his hands. He, 
therefore, ſcads it into the world an humble adventurer : with 
one of his predeceſſors, he ſays, © Va mon Enfant ; prens ta For- 
zune.” The Play amuſed him while he was engaged in the writ- 
ing of it, and ſhould the candid Reader find an hour of leiſure 
not entirely thrown away in the peruſal, the Author will not 
think his time altogether miſ-employed. He now diſmiſſes the 
Piece, if not with indifference, at leaſt with resignation ; content 
to leave the honours of the Theatre to Writers of more ambition 
than he poſleſſes at preſent. | 


Non jam prima peto Mnestheus, neque vincere certo : 
Quamquam Ol sed Pee quibus hoc, Neptune, dedisti. 


, ViRrG. 
Veianius armis, 
Herculis ad postem fixis, latet abditus agro; - 
Ne populum extrema. toties exoret arena, 
FN | HoR. 
LiNCOLN's-INN, | 


March 4, 1786, 
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Dramatis Persona. | | 
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DRURY-LANE, 

PrRIANDER, King of Naxos, » Mr. Wroughton, 
Turszvs, s - - - Mr. Palmer. 
PEekITHOUS, - - - »- Mr. Kemble. 
ARCHON, @n Offcer of Periander, Mr. Packer. 
ALETES, Ambassador from Minos, | 

King of Crete, -® - Mr, Caulfield, 
OrFictR, - « »- « » Mr, Phillimors 


| * Women. 
ARIADNE, » w - - Mrs. Siddons. 
PnADka, =» /- - +» Mrs, Powell 


VisGiNs attending on Ariadne, &cs 
SCENE, the Palace of Periander, in the Isle of Nax0s. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


CE  — —  —— 


PeRIANDER'S Palace. - A wiolent Storm of T hunder and Lightning. 
Enter PH&EDRa aud ARCHON, 


| Phadra, 


Aw ay! no more |—why thus purſue my ſteps ? 
Begone and leave me; leave me to my woes. 

Arc. Yet, Phedra, be advis'd. 

.Phe. Preſume na further. 

Advis'd by thee ! no,—let [your pliant king, 
Your king of Naxos, to thy treach'rous counſels 
Reſign himſelf, his people, and his laws. 

'Thou haſt undone us all ; by thee we die ; 
Yes, Ariadne, Phezdra, 'Theſeus, all, 
All die by thee! * | . 
Arc. Princeſs, your fears are groundleſs, 
Your timorous faney forms unjutt ſuſpicions. 
If you but knew me 

Phz. O, too well I know thee ! 
| This very morn tis fix*d ; yes, here your king 

Gives audience to th* Ambaſlador of Crete; 

Here in this palace ; here, by y2ur perſuaſion, 

He means to yield us to the rage of Minos, 

'To my vindiative father's ſtern demand. 

Ere that [I'll see your king ; here wait his coming. 

And countera& thy baſe ungen'rous counſel. | 

Arc. "This ſtorm of paſſion bears your reaſon down, 
Let prudence guide thee. In a night like this, 

Why quit your couch, and to the whirlwind's rage, 
'The vollied lightening, and the war of nature, 
Why wilt thou thus commit thy tender frame ? 


[T hunder and lightning. 
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Again that dreadful peal !—** All-gracious Powers ! 

« What crime provokes your wrath ? muſt this fair iſland, 
« 'That long hath flouriſh'd in th* ZAgean deep, 

<« Mutt Naxos with her sons, a blameleſs race, 

* Burn to the centre, and the brawling waves, 

« Cloſe o'er the 'wreck for ever ? 


« Phe. Oh, that burſt 
« Shoots horror to my soul ! 
« Arc. Thus through the night 
<c Hath the wild uproar ſhook the proaning iſle. 
_«« Fierce rain and liquid fire in mingled torrents. . 
«© Came ruſhing o'er the land. The wrath of Heaven 
& Rides in the tempeſt. Towers and facred domes 
<c Fell in promiſcuous ruin. Ships were daſt'd, 
«© On pointed rocks, or {wallowed in the deep. 
«© DeſtruQion rages round :*?* amidit the roar, 
When all things'elſe, when ev'n the fierceſt natures 
Shrink from the hideous ruin, you alone 
Walk through the ſtorm, with fierce, with hagard mien, 
A form that ſuits the dreadful wild commotion. | 
Phe. Yes, with a heart, in which the ſtorm that rages, 
Surpaſſes all the horrors of the night. | | | 
«« Yes, here I come ſupremein miſery. 
« I only wake to cares unknown to him 
<<. Who treads ſecure the paths of humble life, 
«© And thanks the gods for his obſcure retreat, | 
«« For the bleſt ſhade in which their bounty plac'd him.” 
Phe. *Tis you have rais'd this tempelt of the ſoul. 
You, fir, are miniſter; you govern here, | 
And bend at will an unſuſpetting monarch. 
'To thee he yields this oracle of ſtate 3; 
And when witlrwrongs you have oppreſs'd mankind, 
*T1s the king's pleaſure ; *tis the royal wall. 2 
Arc. Uujuſt, ungenerous charge ! have you forgot, 
When firſt your veſſel reach'd the coalt of Naxos ? 
You ſued for leave to land upon the ifle : 
To pray for ſhelter here. Ere that we heard 
'Theſeus was with you : Theſeus, whom the ſtate 
Of Athens lent a ſacrifice to Minos, hy 
A victim to abſolve the annual tribute, 
Impos'd by conqueſt : Ariadne's love, 
Her generous-efforts to redeem the hero, 
Ev*n then were known at Periander's court. | 
The wond'rous ſtory on the wings of Fame 


[ Another clap of thunder. 


OY 
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Had reach'd our Iſleg ſhe pity'd, and ſhe lov'd him. 
Phe. She lov'd'him—Yes, ſhe ſaw, and ſhe ador'd. 
Gods ! who could ſee the graces of his youth, 
His cauſe, his innocence, the hero's mien, 
Manly and firm, yet ſoften'd by diftreſs, 
Gods ! who could ſee him, and not gaze entranc'd 
| In ecftacy and love ?—What have I ſaid ? | 
My warmth too far tranſports me—ah ! beware [ Ade. 
"Twas as you fay ; ſhe pity'd, and ſhelov'd. 
Arc. She favour'd his eſcape: you fled together. : 
To ev'ry neighb*ring iſle you wing*d your flight, 
You viſited each realm ; with prayers and tears 
Wearied each court. All fear'd your father's power. 
You came to Naxos; Periander*s will, 
Your orator, came forth. Did not I then— 
Phe. You ſuccour'd our diftreſs: the tear of ſympathy 


Stood in your eye; and you may boaſt your merit— 
You play'd it well, fir. | 


Arc. This ambiguous ſtrain 
But ill requites the offices of friendſhip; 
For you I watch'd the temper of the king, 
His ebbs and flows of paſſion: in apt ſeaſon 
You landed here. Thrice hath the waning moon 
Conceal'd her light, and thrice renew'd her orb, 
While you, meantime, have liv'd protected here, 
Each hour has ſeen your ſiſter Ariadne | 
Riſe in her charms; and now with boundleſs ſway 
She reigns ſupreme in Periander's heart, 
Phe. True, we have found protection from your king.. 
Three months have paſs'd—but 1 in that time a ſtateſman 
May change his mind. New views of intereſt— 
New plans of policy, fair ſeeming motives, 
_ May give new principles, 
Arc. It is my firſt, 
My beſt ambition to relieve the wretched. 
You wrong me, printeſs; you had beſt retire. 
Phe. 'No; Periander firlt ſhall hear my ſuit. 
Here will I wait his coming ; on the earth 
Fall proſtrate at his feet, implore his mercy, 
Cling round his knees; and never looſe my hold, 
Till has heart melt, and fave us from deftruQtion. 


Enter TatsEvus. 


The. What plaintive ſorrow thro? the lonely palace 
Alarms my liſning ear ? 
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Phe. That well-known voice 

Diſpels my fears. O ! 'Theſeus, how my heart 
Bounds at.thy lov*d approach ! and yet this day 
Decides your doom.—Archon can tell you all.- 
'This day reſigns you to my father's power. 
Here Perianderhas reſolv'd to anſwer 
Th' ambaſſador of Crete, 

The. Controul thy fears. / | 


 Archon has ſerv'd me, and I thank him for it. 


All will be well ; the king proteQts us ſtill. _ 
Archon, the ſtorm that threaten'd hideous ruin 


At length ſubſides. The angry blaft recalls 


Its train of horrors. Through the ſev*ring clouds 
Faint gleams of day diſcloſe the face of things. 
'The raging deep, that roſe in mountain billows, 
Sinks torepoſe: The winds, the waves are huſh'd. 
From yon high tower, that overhangs the bay, 

I view'd the ocean round. No fail appears, 


' No veſſel cleaves the deep, ſave one eſcap'd 


From the wild uproar of the warring winds ; 
"That with 17s ſhatter'd maſts, and lab'ring oars, 
Stems the rough tide, and enters now the harbour. 
Phe. Another ſail ! and enters now the harbour ! 
From whence? Who and what are they ? From what coaft t 
Alas, from Crete! *tis Minos ſends; my father's wrath 
Purſues us ſtill ;. another embaſly 
Comes to demand us all, 


_ And baniſh ev*ry fear. 


Arc. Perhaps ſome veſſel 
Rich with the ſtores, with buſy commerce ſends * 
From the adjacent iſles, on Naxos? coaſt 
Now ſeeks a ſhelter from the roaring deep— 
F'1! to the harbour. 'Theſeus, be it thine 


_ 'To pour o'er Phzdra's woes the balm of comfort, 


And huſh her cares to peace. From Crete, I truſt, 
The meſſengers of woe no more wall come, - 
To urge their ſtern demand. #: | Exit. 
Phe. Go, traitor, go; 
Pernicious vile diſſembler ! 
The. Ah! forbear. | 
Phz. He ſeems a friend, the ſurer to betray, 
Full well he knows that Ariadne's charms 
Have wak'd a flame in Periander's heart. 
'To that alliance with a ſtateſman's craft 
He ſtands a foe conceal'd : He dre ds to ſee 


dk. 
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On Naxos? throne a queen from Minos ſprung, 
And therefore plans our ruin. 

« The. Yet thy fancy, 
c $till arm'd againſt it{elf, turns pale and trembles 
« At ſhadowy torms. Werethy ſuſpicions juſt, 
«« Wherefore reveal them? Why unguard thyſclf, 
« And lay each ſecret open to your foe? 
« With him, whoſe rankling malice works unſeen, 
« While ſmiles becalm his looks, *twere belt pretend 
s« Not to perceive the lurking treachery— 
* Reproof but goads him, and new whets his paſſions 3 
« Till what was policy becomes revenge— 
© DeteCted villany can ne'er forgive. 

« Phz. And muſt I fall in filencs ? muſt we perith, 
« Abandon'd by ourſelves, tame, willing victims ; 
« Nor let the murd*rer hear one dying groan ? 
«« Muſt I behold him with his treach'rous arts, 
« A lurking foe, nor pour my curſes on him; 
« But poorly crouch, and thank him for the blow ? 
« Oh! love like mine, the love which you 1nfpired, 
« That each day riſes {till to higher ardourz; 
© 'Think*ſt thou that love like mine will calmly ſee thee 
« Giv'n up a victim to my father's rage?”? 

The. And think'ſ thou then that Archon 1s my foe ? 

Phe. He is ; I know him well; he means deſtrugion, 
Th? ambaſiador of Crete will ſoon have audience, 
Archon concerted all. Oh! if my care 
Could counteraC his dark, his fell defigns, 
'Then were I bleſs'd indeed. When firſt you landed 
A helpleſs vi&tim on the Cretan ſhore; + 
Full well you know, ſoft pity touch*d my heart, 
And ſoon, that render pity chang'd to love. 
I wiſh'd to ſave you: Ariadne's fortune 
Gave her the clue that led you thro? the maze. 
Her zeal out-ran my fpeed, but not my love. 
And would my fate allow me now to ſave thee, 
Then by that tie (*r1s all my ſiſter's claim) 
I then ſhould prove me worthy of thy love. 

The. Deem me not, gen'rous Pazdra, deem me not 
Form'd of ſuch commonclay, ſo dead to beauty, 
As not to feel with tranſport at my heart 
'Thy powerful charms. To Ariadne 
] owe my life. That boon demands reſpeR, 
Demands my gratitude : But love mult ſpring 

RpontaneQus in the heart, 1t's.only ſource, 


| 
| 
, 
y 
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Unmix'd with other motives than it's owns 

 Unbrib'd, unbought—above all vulgar ties. 
Phe. And yet while ruin 
7 he. Check this ſtorm of paſſion, 

Nor think, with abjec fear that Periander 

Will e*er refign us. Ariadne's charms , 

Have touch'd his heart. *4 His words, his looks tte its 

*c In the ſoft tumalt all his ſoul is loſt, 

« He dwells for ever on the lov*d idea, 

« And with her beauty means to grace his throne. 
« Phe. Archou abhors the unon ; To prevent it, 

« His deep defigns—"? - | 

Hear what I ſhall diſcloſe, | 

And treaſure it in ſacred filence ſeaPd. 

Lait night admitted to a private audience, 

Wrapt in the friendly maatle of the dark—— 


Enter an OeFicER. 


The. What would'&t thou ? ſpeak thy rake 
Of. Art the harbour 
That fronts the northern wave, a ſhip from Athens 
This moment 1s arriv'd. . | 
Phe. Relief from Athens ! 
Of. Your preſence there by all 1s loudly call'd for. 
T he. Say tomy friends, I will attend them ſtraight. 
[ Exit Officer. 
Phe, A ray of hope to gild the cloud of woe. 
The. Now PhaDR A , mark me. Let thy fears ſubſide. 
Laſt night when ev'ry care was lulld to reft, 
No eye to trace my ſteps, no conſcious car = 
To catch the ſound, then Periander granted 
A private conference : I unbolom'd to him, 
In confidence, the ſecrets of my heart. | 
To Ariadne I reſign'd all claim ;- 
Renounc'd each tender pation. Perlander 
No longer view'd me witha rival's eye. 
He promis'd his proteQtion. Ariadne 
- Has pow*rful charms, and the king bears a heart 
To beauty not impailive, Joy and rapture 
Spoke in his eye, and purple o'er his face. 
Wita vanity ſhe'll hear a monarch's ſighs, 
Proud of her ſway. A diadem will quench 
Her former flame, with glitt'ring ſplendor tempt her, 
And make the inkdelity Fer OWils 


A heart like thine | 


Of miſery his ear will not be clos'd. 


A TRAGEDY« Ig 


Phe. But if ſhe hears a ſiſter dares diſ] pute 


The. Truſt to my prudent caution. _ 
'That dang*rous ſecret I have ſkreen'd with care. 
Here it lies buried. Periander thinks _ 

A former flame, kindled long ſince in Greece, 
Preys on my heart with flow.conſuming hires. 


- But hark—beware —this way ſome haſty ftep. 


Enter ArcHon. 


Arc. The Greeks.now iſſue on the beck. They bring 
Tidings from Athens, and from every tongue 
Your name reſounds, and rings along the thore. | 
The. 'Fhy friendſhip knows no pauſe ; each hour your bring 
New ſuccour to the wretched. Princeſs, farewell. 
Archon, I thank thee, and now ſeek my friends, [ Exits 
Arc, Princeſs, if once again I may preſume 


To offer friendly counſel; from this place 


*Twere beſt you now retire. Yon? eaſtern clauds 
Bluſh with the orient day. My royal maiter, 
Attentive ever to the cares of itate, 
Will ſoon be here. 

Phe. Let him firſt hear my pray*'r ; 
Permit me here to ſee him. To the voics 


[.4 flouriſh of Trumpets. 
Enter PERIANDER , and attendant Officers. | 


Oh ! Periander* *midſt the nations fam'd 
For wiidom and for juſtice, let thy heart 
Incline to mercy. Spare, oh, ſpare the wretched. 

Perian. Riſe, Princeſs, riſe. That humble ſuppliant ſtate 
Suits not the dignity of Minos' daughter. | 
Whence this alarm, and why thoſe guſhing tears ? 

Phe. We fled for refuge to you. Oh ! protect, 

Protect the innocent. You gave us ſhelter; | 


_ It was a godlike aft ; recal it not; " 


Yield us not viftims to a father's wrath; 
Nor by one barbarous a@tion ſully all 
The glories of your reipn. Save Ariadne, 


Save 'Thelſeus too : our miſery claims reſpeR. 


Perian. Save Ariadne ! can that beauteous mourner 
Suſpect my promis'd faith ? perhaps ev'n now, 


_—_— ——_ = — F. 


| Attends your royal will. 


y6 THE RIVAL SISPERS- 


Like ſome frail flow'r by beating rains opprefs'd, 
She pining droops, and fickens in deſpair, 

Oh ! quickly ſeek her : with the words of comfort 
Heal all her woes; raiſe that afflicted fair, | 
And bid the graces of her matchleſs form + 
Flouriſh fecure beneath my foſt'ring ſmile, 


| When Ariadne ſues, a monarch's heart 


Yields to her tears with tranſport. 
Phe. Men will praiſe $ | 


'The gen'rous deed: the gods will bleſs thee for it. [ Exit, 


Arc. The Ambaſſador from Crete with Minos' orders 


Perian. He ſhall be heard. | | 
[ He aſcends his Throne, 


% 


Enter ALETRS. 


Perian, To Naxos” court, Aletes, your are welcome. 
You come commiſſion'd from the Cretan king : 
Now ſpeak your embaſſy. | 

Al. In faireſt terms 
Of friendly greeting Minos, fir, by me 
Imparts his rightful claim. He knows the juſtice, 
The moderation that dire&s your counſels ; 

He knows, though oft? in the embattled field 
Your ſword has reek*'d with blood, your wiſdom fill 
ReſpeRs the rights of kings ; reſpects the laws, 

That hold the nations in the bonds of peace. 

To you, fir, he appeals ; he claims his daughters, 
His-rebel daughters, leagu'd againſt his crown : 

He claims the victim from his vengeance reſcued ; 
Reſcued by fraud, by Ariadne”s fraud; 

And here at Naxos ſhelter'd from his juſtice. 


A ſav'reign and a parent claims his rights. 
You will reſpe& the father and the king. 


Perian. Of Minos? virtues, his renown in arms, 
His plan of laws, that ſpread around the bleflings 
Of ſacred order, and of ſocial lifes -—- 

Laws, which even kings obey, the world has heard 
With praiſe, with gratitude. All muſt revere 
The legiſlator, and the friend of man : 
But in the ſorrows that diftra& his houſe, - 
Is it for me with raſh miſtaken zeal 

To interpoſe my. care ? is it for me | 
To judge his daughter's condu& ? What decree, 


- 


\ 


A TRAGEDY, 


What law of mine, what policy of Naxos 
Have they offended ? All who roam the deep 
Find in my ports a ſafe, a ſure retreat. 
Should I comply with your proud, bold requeſt, 
The hardy genius of this ſea-girt iſle 
Would call it tyranny, and power ufurp'd; 
*Tis law, and not the ſov*reign's will, that here 
Controuls, dire&s, and animates the ſtate. 

Al. The law that favours wrongs, and ſhelters guilt, 
Subverts all order. Through her hundred cities 
All Crete will mourn your anſwer. With regret 
Minos wull hear it. By pacific means 
He would prevail; by juſtice, not the ſword. 
Bat, Sir, if juftice, if a righteous cauſe | 
At your tribunal lift their yoice in vain, 
I ſee the path ring ſtorm ; I ſee the dangers 
'That hover round your ifle, and o'er the {cene_ 
Humanity lets fall the natural teaz. ; 
The ſans.of Crete, a brave, a gen'rous race, 
Aive and ardent in their monarch's cauſe - 
Already 'graſp the ſword. *« I ſee the ocean 
« White with unnumber'd ſails ; your coaſt, your harbours 
<< Beleaguer'd cloſe. I ee the martial bands 
« Planting their banners on the well-fought ſhort ; 
 « Your hills, your plains glitt'ring with hoſtile arms, 
« Your cities ſack'd, your villages on fire, 


_ .«« While from its ſource each river ſwola with carnage 


« Runs crimſon to the main. I ſee the conqueror 
«© Urge to your capital with rapid march, 
* Anddeſolation cov'ring all the land. 
«*« Still, Sir, you may prevent this waſte of blood; 
«© Your timely wildoh—— , 

Perian. 'The ſcope appears | 
Of your fair ſeeming meſlage. And does Minos, 
Fam'd as he ts in arms, ſay, does he hope 
With proud impertous ſway to lord it o'er _ 
- 'The Princes of the werld ? And does he mean | 
'To write his laws in blood ? And muſt the rations 
Crouch at his nod ? Muſt I upon my throne 
Look pale and tremble, when your fancied Jove 
Graſps the unhifted thunder? Tell your king 
He knows my warlike name—knows we have met 
In fields of death, oppos'd in adverſe ranks, 
Braving each other's lance—he knows the finew, 
_ Wath which this arm can wield the deathful blade, 

B -. 
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Or ſend the miſlive javelin on the foe, | 
'Thirfting for blood. —Go, bear,my anſwer back, 
And ſay beſides, that Naxos boaſts a race 
Rough as their clime, by liberty inſpir'd, 
Of ſtubborn nerve, and unſubmitting ſpirit, 
Who laugh to ſcorn a foreign maſter's claim. 
You've ſpoke your embafly, and have our anſwer. 
Al. Unwilling I bear hence th* ungrateful tidings. [Exits 
Perian, To-morrow's ſun ſhall ſee him ſpread his ſails : 
He muſt not linger here. 
Arc. Your pardon, Sir, 
This anſwer may provoke the powers of Crete, 
And war, inevitable war enſues. 
Perian. Let the invader come, here we have war 
To meet his braveſt troops. 
Arc. But where the numbers 
'To man each port, and line the ſea-beat ſhore ? _. 
Within the realm ſhould the foe fluſh'd with conqueſt 
Rear hits proud banner _ 
Perian. With auxilar aid _ 
Greece will efpouſe my cauſe, The fleets 59) Athens 
Full ſoon ſhall cover the Agean deep, 
And with confederated bande repel 
A tyrant's claim. 
Arc. Each ſtate will urge its claim, 


 Minos demands his daughter : Greece expeQts 


Her gallant warrior, and ev'n now asserts 
'To crown has love, the princeſs, as her own. 
Let” Theſeus ſpread his ſails, and ſteer for Greece, 


With Ariadne, partner of his flight. 


You gain that gen'rous ſtate : by ev'ry tie 
Of honour bound, Athens unſheaths her ſword; 
And haughty Minos threatens here in vain. 
Perian. Yield Ariadne !yield that matchleſs beauty; 
Where all the loves, where all the graces dwell! 
No, I will fave her ; will proteCt her here 
From rude unhallew'd violence. Do thou 


Haſte to the palace, where the princeſs dwells ; 


Say to th” attendant train, ourſelf will come, 
'To tell the counſels which my heart has form'd. 

Arc. Ay, there it lies,—there lurks the secret wound 
Love ſtrikes the ſweet infeQion to his ſoul. 


_*Tis as I fear'd. [ Afide.]—Perhaps by mild remonſtrance. 


We may gain time, and by the ſpecious arts. 
Of treaty and debate prevent the war, 
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' Perian. You know my orders ; ſee them ſtraight obeyed. 

| [ Exit Arc. 
Perian. Yes, Ariadne, from the inclement ſtorms | 

Of thy rude fortune, it is fix'd to ſhield thee, 

And ſoften all thy woes. Her father then, 

When with her milder ray returning reaſon 

Becalms his breaſt, ſhall thank the friend that held 

His rage ſuſpended, and with joy ſhall hear 

'That Ariadne reigns the queen of Naxos ; 

Here rules with gentle ſway a willing people, : 

And with her virtues digmhies a throne. \_ [ Exits 


\ 
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ACT 1I. SCENE 1. 


Enter PrxrtanDER, cvith Attendantt. 


Periander. 


Lzr all with duty, with obſervance meet, 
Wait on the princeſs : let the virgin train 
With ſongs of rapture, and melodious airs 
Try their beſt art ; wake all the magic pow'r 
Of harmony, to ſoothe that tender breaſt, 
And with ſoft numbers lull each ſenſe of pain, 
I have beheld her, gaz'd on ev'ry charm, 
And Ariadne triumphs in my heart. 


Enter ARcnon. 


Arc. A meſſenger from Athens waits your pleaſure. 
Perian. From Athens, ſay'ſt thou ? 
Fre. In the northern bay | 
Hts ſhip 1s. moor'd. ' Theſeus attends the ſtranger ; 
And both now crave an audience. IE 
Perian. In apt time. 
Their meflenger arrives: when war impends, 
Tidings. from Athens are right welcome to me : 
They breathe new vigour. Let the Greek approach. 


| Enter TyzsSEus and PERITHOUS. 


The. Forgive the tranſports of a heart that ſwells | 
Above all bounds, when I behold my friend, 
My gallant, gen'rous friend, the brave Perithous ! 
It glads my foul, thus to preſent before you | 
A chief renown'd in arms, the beſt of men, 
My. other ſelf, the partner of my toals, 
And my bit guide to glory. 

Perian. "To the virtues 
Of the brave chief my ear 1s not a ſtranger, 
You come from Athens? | 

Perit. Scarce two days have paſs'd 
Since thence I parted. Through the realms of Greece . 

Fame ſpread at large th? adventures of my friend, 
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- With Ariadne's glory, and the deed, | 
The gen'rous deed, that ſnatch'd him from deſtruRion ; 
How ſhe conveyed him to this happy $shore, - 
How he has been receiv'd and ſhelter'd here. 
The men of Athens, ſenfibly alive 
To earth fine motive, each exalted purpoſe, | 
"Have heard with gratitude. My feeble voice 
Would but degrade the ſentiments that burn 
In ev*ry breaft, with joy and rapture fir'd 
Warm with the beſt ſenſations of the heart, 
They pour their thanks, the tribute of their praise. 
Perian. The praiſe that's offer*d by the ſons of Greece, 
By that herioc, that enlighten'd race, | | 
Is the beſt meed fair vartue can receive. | 
Perit. That fair reward is yours : your worth demands it. 
To my brave friend Athens next points her care. 
« What crune 1s his ? Did he imbrue his hands - 
«« In young Andrdgeus' blood ? Why ſhould he fall 
« To expaate the death of Minos' ſon? 
« Againſt the innocent who makes reprisals, 
_ «© And on the blameleſs hcad lets fall the ſword, 
«« Offers up viftims to his fell revenge. 
« ?Tis murder, and not juſtice. 
« Perian. Righteous Heaven a 
« In th* hour of dapger has watch'd o'er your friend, 
« And he has triumph'd o'er their barb'rous rites, 
« Their ſavage law, the ſtain of Minos*-reign.”” 
Perit. Exulting now she pants for his return. 
In crowds her eager citizens go forth, 
And on the beach, and on the wave-worn cliff, 
O'er all the main row! their defring eyes, 
And aſk of ev'ry ſhip that ploughs the deep, 
- News of their hero. A whole people's voice 
- Choſe me their delegate, their faithful officer, 
To ſeek my friend, and bear him hence with ſpeed 
Back to his native land. LE 
Perian. The laws of Naxos 
To all are equal. None are here conſtrain'd 
None forced by. violence, or lawleſs pow'r, - 
To quit this ſafe, this hoſpitable ſhore. . 
Theſcus wall uſe the rights of free-born men. 
*T'is his to give the an{wer. 
The. For this goodneſs | | 
My heart o'erflows with more than words can Tpeak. 
Perit. All Greece will thank you. Ariadne t09—— 
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Perian. How ?—Ariadne, ſay'ſt thou ? 

 Perit. With delight, | 
With admiration, with unbounded tranſport, 

Athens has heard her gen'rous exploits ; 

Has heard, when 'Theſeus on the Cretan ſhore 

. Arriv'd to glut their vengeance, how the tear 
Bedew*d her cheek. She pitied his misfortunes, 
And whom ſhe ſnatch'd from death, ſhe means to bleſs 
With that rare beauty, and connubial love. 

Perian. Ha! do'ſt thou come to fink me to a ſlave ?: 
*T'ts pride, 'tis arrogarice makes this demand. 
Muſt I obey the proud imperious mandate 7 $ 
Bear Ariadne with: you !—By yon? Heaven, 
No pow'r on earth ſhall force her. from the iſle. 
” If thou-preſum'ſt again 

« Perit. I never have, 
«c I never<can preſume— 
© Pgrian. *T1s infolence !a— 

«« Is this the praise ? Are theſe the thanks you being 2 
«« Urge that requeſt po more. Ft 

Perit. If to my words - 
| You'll deign to lend a favourable ear 

«- Perian. Say, on what law does Athens found a right 
« To claim an alien princeſs ? 

« Perit. When her choice, 

« Her gen'rous choice, the impulſe of the heart, 
« Inclines her will, you-will not fetter freedom ?”? | 

Perian. Her father claims her ;—doſt thou vainly hope, 
That Greece can ſilence his paternal rights ? 

Is that your errand ?—Who commiſſion'd thee ?— 
Is 'Theſeus your adviſer? and does he 
| Second this proud attempt ?. 

The. No, Theſeus never 
Will plan, or counſel what may ſtain your honour. 

Perit. Nor will he e*er forget, —I know him well— 
I know his gratitude, his gen'rous warmth, 

His conſtancy and truth—He'll ne'er forget 
His vows of faithful love.. The debt he owes 
To Ariadne never can be paid. 

Athens approves their union ; tuneful bards 
Prepare the tribute of immortal verſe, 

And white-rob'd virgins ev*n now are ready, - 


Where &er ſhe treads, to ſcatter at her feet 


The blooming ſpring, and at the ſacred altar 
To hymn the bridal ſong. 
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The. Unthinking man ! | 
'This blind miſtaken zeal will ruin all. 2 24 [ Aide. 
Perian. No more! Þ ll hear no more !—here break we off. | 
Proud Greek, forbear, nor wound again my ear | | 
With terms of vile diſgrace. Another word , 
Of yielding AIInG 6 and by Heaven | | 
The claims of Minos——His ambaſſador _ | 
Is here at hand ; once more Tl give him audience. 
 Andif again this outrage to my crown, 
If 'Theſeus is found tamp*ring in your plot, 
If you preſume, by ſubtlety and fraud, \ [To Theſeus, 
To mock my hopes, and after laſt night's conference, 
Renounce your honour, my reſentment rous'd 
May do a deed to whelm you all in ruin; 
Then, let your friend, when next he dares approach us, 
Learn to reſpe& a monarch, who diſdains 
'A proud demand from the vain ſtates of Greece. / | Exit. 
Perit. The ſtates of Greece, proud monarch ! be aflur'd, 
Will vindicate their rights,——Ha !—why that look 
Of wild diſmay ? that countenance of ſorrow ? | | 
Explain ;—what means my friend? ; 
The, Alas! you know not, —_ | 
| You little know the horror and deſpair 
In which the hand of fate has plung'd my ſoul. 
« Perit. And ean deſpair oppreſs thee ? can thy heart 
« Know that pale inmate? By our dangers paſt, 
« By all our wars, ſpite of this braggart king, 
* The beauteous Ariadne ſhall be thine. 
« The. No more; no more of that :—I cannot ſpeak—? 
Perit. Thoſe falt'ring accents, and thoſe labring highs 
Import some ftrange alarm. 
«« The. Oh! lead me hence, 
« 'To meet the fierceſt monſters of the deſart, 
* Rather than bear this conflict of the mind! 
«« Perit, Unfold this myſtery.”—'Thoſe downcaft MO or—_— 
The. You have awaken'd Periander's fury. 
Thy words have led me to a precipice, 
And TI fand trembling 'on the giddy brink. 
Petit. From thence Þ'll lead thee to the peaceful vale, 
To life and happineſs. And can you thus, 
When all your couutry's wiſhes bleſs your name, 
When Athens to promote your happineſs 
The. They may miſ-judge my happineſs medias! ! 
I thank them ;—lutle do the know of Theſcus. 
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Perit. They know your virtues, your heroic ardour, 
Your patriot toil in the great cauſe of Greece : 
They know that honour in your breaſt has fix*d 
Her ſacred ſhrine : They know the gen*rous flame 
'That love has wak'd in Ariadne's breaſt, 
And how, in gratitude, the bright idea 
Muſt fire a ſoul like thine. 
T he. Too deep, too deep ., BON 
« Each accent pierces here. {A/ade. 
* « Perit. Thoſe faithful arms 
ce Shall ſoon receive her.” - 
The. You ſhould not have claim'd her. 
Perit, Not claim that excellence ! that rareſt beauty—— 
« The. By that miſtaken claim you've rais'd a ſtorm 
«« That ſoon may burſt in ruin on my head. | 
«« You've fir'd to madneſs Periander's foul, 
« And wounded me, here in the tend'reſt nerve, 
« 'That twines about the heart. - For Ariadne”? 
Thy ſuit 15 vain, 'tis fruitleſs: urge no more. 
Let me embark for Greece ; gain my diſmiſlion ; 
But for the princeſs, name her not : her liberty 
'The heart of Periander ne'er will grant : 
No words that &'er were form'd will wring it from him. - 
 Perit. Not grant her freedom ! not releaſe her hence ! ' 
Should he refuſe, all Greece will riſe'jn arms : 
One common cauſe will form the gen'rous league. 
Soon Periander ſhall behold the ocean 
White with the foam of twenty thouſand ſhips ; 
'The Grecian phalanx poſted on his hills, 
And his defenceleſs iſland wrapt in flames. 
T he. Let Greece forget me, nor in ſuch a cauſe 
Unchain the fury of wide-waſting war. 
Oh ! not for-me ſuch ſlaughter. 
Perie. 'Think*ſ thou Greece 
Will ſee thee torn from Ariadne's arms ? 
Fram her who ſacrific'd her all for thee ? 
From her whoſe courage has brav'd ev'ry danger ;_ 
Fled from her country, from her father's court, | 
To fave. ker hero's life ? From her, whoſe beauty 
Alreadv 1s the praiſe of wond'ring Greece, 
Surpaffing all that laviſh fancy forms. 
1 know the princels ; ; the revolving year 
Has*not yet clos*d 11's round, ſince 1 beheld her 
'The pride, the glory of the Cretan dames. 
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«© That harmony of ſhape, that winning grace ; 

« And when ſhe moves, that dignity of mien ! 

.«« Thoſe eyes, whoſe quick and inexprefive glance 
« Brightens each feature, while it ſpeaks the ſoul.” 


T he. Thou need'ſt not, oh ! my friend, thou need'ſt not point 


Her beauties to my, heart, —Each charm 1s her*s,: . 
Softneſs and dignity in union ſweet, 
And each exalted yirtue, , Nature form'd her 
The hero's wonder, and the poet's theme. 
Perit. You ſhail not loſe her, by yon? Heaven you ſhall not, 
PI! ſeek the king; appriſe him of his danger, 
Unmoor my ſhip, remeaſure back the deep, 
And bring the fleets of Athens to his harbour. 
« The. It mult not be ; no Periander's ivul- 
« Is firm, heroic, anſubdu'd by danger. 
« His ſudden rage, his irritat-d pride ' 
& Will ſeal my doom ; The deputies from Crete 
« Are here to claim their victim : Periander ſees 
« Each charm, each grace of Ariadne's form, 
« And ſends his rival hence to inftant death.” _ 
- © Perit. I can prevent him ; can elude his malice. 
c« 'This very night, when all 1s wrapt in darkneſs, 
«« Embark with me. The partner of your heart 
«« Shall be our lovely freight. Til bear her hence 
« Far from the tyrant's pow'r. I'll lead you both 
« To Aihens' happy realm, the growing ſchool 
« Of laurell'd {cience, and each lib'ral art, 
« Of laws, and poliſh'd life, where both may ſhine 
«« The pride, the luſtre of a wond'ring world, 
« Dear to each other, and to after-times 
** The pattern of all truth and faithful love.” 
The. Wreich that I am !—hisev'ry word preſents 
- My inward ſelf, the horrors of my guilt. [ Afadt. 
_ Perit, Theſeus,—that alter'd louk,—thoſe ſighs renew'd ! 
Some hoarded grief, 
The. Enquire no more but leave me. 
Perit. 1 cannot, will-not leave thee: tell me all. 
Some load of ſecret grief weighs on thy ſpirit. 
The. There let it lodge, there ſwell, cart burſt my heart. 
Perit. You terrify your friend : Why heaves that groan ? 
Why thoſe round drops, juſt ſtarting from thy eye, 
Which manhood comoating forbids to fall ? 
The. I ſee my guilt. 
Perit. Your guilt ! 
The, I feel it all. p 
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Periz. 18 there 15 ought that labours 1n thy breaſt— | 
The. Here, here i ies. 
Perit. To me-unboſom all. 
7 he. Perithous, would'ſt thou think it ?—Oh! ex friend, 
I owe to Ariadne more,—alas! mueh more ; 
'Than a whole life of gratitude can pay- 
And yet 
Peri. Go on : unload thy inmoſt choughts 3 ; | 
A friend may heal the wound. 
The. Oh! no; thou'lt ſcorn me, | 
Abjure, deteſt, abhor me.—Wilt thou pardon 
_ 'Tne frailties of a heart, that drives me on, 
Endears the crime, and yet upbraids me till ? 
In me thou ſeeſt—who can controul his love ? 
In me thou ſeeſt—— | 
Perit. Speak; what? 
The. A perji ;ur'd villain ! 
The verieft traitor; that e'er yet deceiv*d 
A kind, a generous, a deluded maid; we 
And for his life preſerv*'d, for boundleſs love, 
Can only anſwer with diflembling looks, 
With counterfeited ſmiles, with fruitleſs thanks ; 
While with refiftleſs charms another beauty— 
Perit.. Another! -gracious pow?rs ! 
The. She kindles all 
The paſſions of my ſoul; charms ev*ry ſenſe, 
And Phedra reigns the ſov* reign of my heart. 
Perit. Her'fiſter Phzdra !—< and does ſhe afpire 
« To guilty joys; Does ſhe admit your love ??? 
| Does ſhe too join you in the impious league? ? 
W11l ſhe thus wound a fifter, and receive 
A traitor, a'deſerter to'her arms ? 
The. On me, on me let fall wy bittreſt cenſure, 
But blame her not. 
| Perit. Net blame her !—Who can hear 
A tale like this, and not condemn you both? 
Th? ungen'rous att will tarniſh al! your fame. 
The. Forbear, my friend ; the god of love wſpir'd—— 
Perit. Some fiend, a foe to ev'ry generous inſtinct, 
A foe to all that *s fair, or great in man, 
Infus'd the baleful poiſon through your ſoul. 
The. The guilt 15 mine ; Bur ſpare, oh ! ſpare my Phadra, 
A ſingle glance from thoſe love-beaming eyes 
Inflames each thought, and hurries me to madneſs. 
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Hark! [ Sof? muſic is hd] Ariadne comes fauthls 3 way, my friend; 
Thou fill canft ſerve me. With a lover's ardour'” ' © , 

The King beholds her, and with earneſt ſuit 

\ He woes her to his throne, Let us retire; - 

'Thou till canſt guide me through the maze of fate. [ Exeunt. 


Lo ee Eo SC ENE IT. | 
Soft Muſe c is heard. Enter A&1laDNE, with a train of Virgins. 


« 1. Vir. Now, Ariadne, now, my royal miſtreſs, | 
«© Propitious fortune ſmiles, and from this day E143 
<© The gods prepare a ſmiling train of years.” 
Ari. I thank you, Virgins; this kind of ſympathy 
Shows you have hearts that feel another*s bliſs. 
«« Oh! much 1 thank you, virgins ; yet this day 
«« Diſpels the clouds, that hover'd 0? er my head,” 
Thou ſource of life, thou bright, thou radiant god, 
Who through creation pour*fſt thy flood of glory, 
All hail thy golden orb! < "Thou com'| ro quell 
«« 'The howling blaſt, to bid the tempeſt ceale, 
««< And after all the horrors of the night, 
« To cheer the trace of nature !—Oh! to me 
«« Thou com'ſt propitious, in thy bright career 
« Leading thy feitive train. The circling hours 
© That ſmile with happier omens, as they paſs 
«© Shedding down bleſfings from their balmy wings, 
«« Prepare thy way rejoicing ; with thee come | 
£« Bright Hope, and roſe-lip'd Health, and pure delight, 
« And love and:Joy, the ſunſhine of the ſoul.” 
«© 1}. Vir. Be all your hours like this : may no misfortune 
«« Ofercloud the ſcene ; and may you ne' er have cauſe 
« 'To dim the luſtre of thoſe eyes in tears.” 
Ari. Oh, from this day! © From this auſpicious day, 
Theſeus 1s mine 3 3 © The godlike hero's mine, 
«« With ev'ry grace, with ev*ry laurel crown'd, 
« The lover's ſoftneſs, and the warrior's fire. 
«« A monarch now prote&s him; he has pledg'd 
«« His Royal word—Burt O, my love !”? 
Swift as ſome God, that mounts the viewleſs winds, 
And cleaves the liquid air, thou ſhould *ft have flown 
'To tell me all, to bleſs me with thy preſence, 
And bid the news more joyful touch my ear, 
Rais*d and endear'd by that enchanting tongue. 
« Why does heloiter thus ?”? 
« 1. Virg. His friends from Greece 
« Perhaps detain him,” 
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£6 Ari. ce Ob! it muſt be ſo, 
«< Ard without cauſe I chide his ling'ring ſtay, 
«« A ſhip from Greece to claim us! mighty gods ! 1 
«« When your diſpleaſure ſmote me, when your wrath, 
<«« Severely juſt, gaye to my trembling hp _ 
«< The cup ct bitterneſs, to your high will 
 «< T bow'd in reverence down ; I bare it all, 
« For Theſeus* ſake, I bore it all with patience ; 
«+ And *mid*ſt our ſorrows, with a dawn of gladneſs 
«« I ſootl'd his wounded ſpirit ; teach me now, 
« Ok! teach me how to bear this tide of joy, 
<e Nor with exceſs of bounty try too much . 
«« A heart that melts, that languiſhes with love.” 


\wv 


Enter PHAEDRA. 


Ari. Oh! Phedra, why this long, unkind delay ? 
The gods reſtore my 'Theſcus to my arms. 

Phe. It the proteQting gods from 'Theſeus? head 
Ward off th? impending blow, none more than Phzdra 
Will feel the gen'ral joy. Bur fill my fears 

Ari. Suppreſs them all. 'Theſeus has nought to fear. 
But where, where 1s he ? whither has he wander'd ? 

Say, tell me all, and ſpeak to me of Theſeus. 
In vainT aſkit. © 'Though his name delights. 
« My hit ning ear, yet you will never charm me 
«© With the lov*'d praiſes of the godlike man.” 
On Periander's name you often dwell, 

In ftrains, that in a heart not rouch'd like mine, 
Might ftir affeQion.—Not a word of Theſeus: 
Why filent thus ?—it 1s unkind reſerve. 

Alas, *my fiiter, thy unruffled temper 

Know s not the tender luxury of love, 

That joys to hear the obje© it adores 

Approv'd, admir'd of all, when ev*ry tongue 
Grows laviſh in his praiſe, then, then, with ecſtacy 
The heart runs over and with pride we liften. . 

Phe. I have bcen jult to Theſcus ; never wrong'd him. 
His fame in arms has fill'd the nations round ; 

And purple viQtory in fields of death 
For him has often turn'd the doubtful ſcale. 

Ari. Unkind, ungen'rous praiſe ! Has no one told- you - 
His brave exploits ? the number of his battles ? 

But who can count them? Fame exalts her trump, 
Delighted with his name to {well the note 3} . 
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And viQtory exulting claps her wings, 
Still proud to follow, where he leads the way. 
Phe. So fame reports.—With what unbounded rage 
Her paſſions kindle.—She alarms my fears. { Afede. 
Ari. Why that averted look ? Of late, my ſiſter, | 
Of late I've mark'd thee with dejeted mien, | 
Penſive and ſad. —If-aught of diſcontent 
Weighs on thy heart, diſcloſe it all to me. 
« Inev'ry ſtate of life, in all conditions,” 
With thee I have unloaded ev*ry ſecret, s 
Fled to your arms, and figh'd forth all my care. 
Phe. Does Ariadne think my love abated ? 
Ari. No, Phedra, no; I hardour no miſtruſt, 
I know thy virtues :—We grew up together, 
Knit in the bands of love. No op*ning grace 
"That ſparkled in thy eye, or dawn'd in mine, 
Could prompt the little paſſions of our ſex. 
| We heard each other's praiſe, and envy flept. 
And ſure had Theſeus, though with boundleſs ardour 
I now muſt love him, to diſtration love him ; 
Yetif my Theſeus had firſt fix*d on thee, 
I could, I think I could; have ſeen you happy 
In his-loved arms, and hero as he is 
I had refign'd him to you. —Why that ſigh, 
Phezdra ? way fall thoſe tears ? 
Phe. Forgive your ſiſter, D 
- If ill ſhe fears for thee—Her ev*ry look, 
Bach word ſhe utters piErces to my heart. [ Aer. 
Ari. Speak, tell me why is this? why thus alarm me 2? 
I never had a thought conceal'd from thee. | 


Enter TugsEuUs and PERITHOUS. 


Ari. Oh! Theſeus, in thy abſence ev'ry moment 
Was counted. with a figh. © Support me, help me; 
« For I am faint with bliſs.” | 
«© The. Revive, revive; 
* Recall thy flzeting ſtrength. Your counſels, Phzdra, 
«© Will beſt affift her ; your perſuaſive voice | 
«© Will charm her ſenſe, and baniſh all her cares. 
«& Phe. At his lov'd ſight, what new emotions riſe !”” [ 4/2. 
The. My friend Perithous from the realms of Greece——— 
' Ari. Perithous here ! the meſſenger from Athens ! 
When laft you ſojourn'd at my father's court ; 7 
(Che ſun has circled fince his annual round) 
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I well remember you, admir'd of all. Ys Ph 
Men heard and praiſed the wonder ef your friendſhip 
« For Theſeus, then a ſtranger to thoſe eyes, 
«© But fince beheld, and ah ! beheld to charm 
* 'The heart of Ariadne !—you come now 
« 'To ſuccour our diftreſs.”? | 

Perit. In evil hour | 
I ſaid from Greece. Would I had ne'er embark'd. 
, Ari. My heart dies in me.—Say what new event ——— 
 'Theſeus explain, and tell me, tell me all. 

The. Oh! Iwas born to be th? unceaſing curſe 

Of Ariadne's life ; till, ſtill indebted, | 

Unable to repay. | | 
' Ari. 'Thou generous man ! 
To hear thoſe ſounds, and view thee thus before me, 
O'er pays me now for all my ſufferings paſt. 


Enter Arcuon, 


Art. 'Theſeus, on matters of ſome new concern, 
To me unknown, your preſence is required. 
*Tis Periander's order. 
The. I obey. | 
Ari. What may this mean? yet, Theſeus, ere you go— 
The. My friend will tell each circumſtance ; from him 
You'll calmly hear it all. And may his voice, 
Soft as the breeze that pants in eaſtern groves 
Approach your ear, and ſooth your thoughts to peace. 
| [ Exit with Archon. 
- Ari, The gods will watch thy ways, and Periander 
Has promis'd till to ſhield thy ſuffering virtue. 
Phe. I dread ſome miſchief: Ariadne, here 
Wait my return: I'll follow to the palace, 164.4 
And bring the earlieſt tidings of his fate. [ Exit. 
Ari. My heart is chill'd with fear. What dark event— 
Can Periander—no ; diſhononur never 
Will tain his name. —And yet that awful pauſe ! 
Thoſe looks with grief overwhelm'd! _ 
Perit. Yes, griet indeed 
Sits heavy at my heart.— 
* Ari. Reveal the cauſe ; 
Give me to know the worſt. This dread ſuſpenſe— 
Perit. Oh ! thatin filence I could ever hide 
From you, from all, and in oblivion bury | 
What here is lodg'd, and ſhakes my ſoul with horror ! 


_ 
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Ari. With horror ! wherefore? is not Theſeus ſafe ? 
Does not his country claim him ? Does not Greece 
With open arms expe& him? Does not Athens 


| Send you with orders to demand us both ? 


Perit. From thence your dangers riſe : the ſons of Athens, 

A quick, inconſtant, fluauating race— . | 
Ari. Yet ever wiſe, heroic, gen'rous brave, 

All ſoul, all energy. Do they oppoſe 

Our nuptial union ? Do they ftill retain 

'Their old hoftility ? Do they exclude 

An alien princeſs from the throne of Athens ? 

If ſuch their will, take, take the ſov*reign ſway, 

. 'Th'-imperial diadem, the pomp of ſtate : 

Let Theſeus to his father's rights ſucceed, 

And reign alone ; make me his wedded wife; 

Tis all I aſk ; © the Gods can grant no more.” 

'Thrones, ſceptres, grandeur ! love can ſcorn you all, 
Perit. Unhappy Theſeus ! by diſaſtrous fate 

Doom'd to betray ſuch excellence ; to ſee 

The faireſt gift of Heaven, and ſpurn it from him. [ Aide. 
Ars. You anſwer not: ſpeak and reſolve my doubts. 

Pity a heart, too tenderly alive, 

And wild with fear, * that throbs, that aches like mine. 

'Thy pure, exalted mind will tower above _ | 

The arts of mean equivocating phraſe. 

You'll not deceive a fond, a faithful woman. 
Perit. None ſhould decezve you ; none. 

_ My heſitating fears. I would not wound 

That tender frame with aught that may alarm yog. 

For thee amy mind miſgives : the fear that awes me 


You will forgive 


L 


Pays homage to your virtue, 

Ari. And does Greece 
Reje& the love proffer ? 

Perit. No, all Greece 
Reveres your honour*d name : Th? Athenian flate 
| By me demands your liberty. In terms 
Of earneſt import I have urg'd their claim ; 

But Pertander,—to his ardent ſpirit 

You are no ſtranger.—He no ſooner heard 

The name of Ariadne, than with fierceſt rage— 
Pcrhaps you know the cauſe—with high diſdain 

He ſpurn'd at the demand. Some hidden motive— 
*Tis love perhaps—you will forgive my boldneſs — 
"Tis love, perhaps, that prompts the ſtern reply 
Should I preſume once more to urge the claim, 
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Theſeus that moment muſt embark for Crete, . 

So ſays the king : he will not brook a rival. 
| Yow'll ſee you lover torn by ruffians from you ; 

Yow'll ſee the ſhip bound ſwiftly o'er the waves ; | 
In vain you'll ſhriek ; in vain extend your arms, ; 

And call on Theſeus loſt ! SOD TSaC” | 

Ari. That ſavage purpoſe _ : TP 
The ſoul of Periander will diſdain. : 

Perit. What will not love perfuade ? loye made you fly 
Your father's court ; and love may teach a monarch 
To break all bonds, and tow*r above the laws. 

Ari. If this be what alarms you——_ 

Perit. Theſeus* life 
Once more depends on thee. 

Ari. To ſave that life 

T6 there an enterpriſe, a ſcene of danger, 

'That Ariadne will not dare to meet ? 

| Perit. Your wond*rous daring on the wings of fame 
Has reached the nations round. But now, alas ! 

One only way is left. 

Ari. Dire@ me to it. 

Perit. To Periander lend a gracious ear. 
For thee he ſighs ; for thee his vows aſcend. 
His throne awaits thee ; the imperial crown 

Ari. Sir, do you know me ? 

« Perit. Princeſs here to reign 
&« In this fair ifland 

« Ari. Do you know the ſpirit | 
« 'That rules this breaſt, and o'er informs my ſoul 2? 

Prrit. Forgive the zeal that prompts me to this office. 
The king intenſely loves; and in a baſe, 

Degen'rate world, from which all truth is fled, 

He ſtill may faithful prove to worth like thine. 

Conſult with Theſeus : he can beſt adviſe you. 

Ari, Conſult with Theſeus ! aſk his kind conſent, 
'That I may prove a traitreſs to my vows! | ; 
Refign my T heſeus ! | 
With ew'ry grace, with ev'ry laurel crown 'd, 

T he lover's ſoftneſs, and the warriors fire,— 

S1r, for this counſel, for this gen'rous care, _ 

Accept my thanks.—** You are too much alarm'd— 

« Reſign my Theſeus !—Ok, the gods have form'd him 
« With ev'ry virtue that adorns the hero ! 

«« With valour, to incite the ſoldier's wonder ; 

«© With ev'ry grace to Charm the heart of woman. 
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c Oh! none will rival him. *Twill be the pride 

«« Of Periander, ?tis his higheſt glory, 

«« That Theſeus fled for ſhelter to his throne, 

« And met proteQtion here.” 
| Perit. I've been to blame. 

Perhaps I urge too far :—Princeſs, farewell mh 

May the benignant gods watch all your vays. [ Exit. 
Ari. Your fears are vain ; each gloomy cloud ſhall vaniſh, 

Or, ting*d with orient beams of s$miling fortune, 

With added luſtre gild our various day ; 

While o'er our heads Hymen ſhall wave his torch, 

Sooth all our cares, and brighten every joy. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT LH ;: SCENE: 1. 


oO EE EIS m_ — ——— 4 30/5548, 


—_— 


Enter ARIADNE and THESEUS» 


Ariadne. 


Qs; look not thus ! ! © thoſe eyes that glare ſo pale,” 
"Thoſe ſighs that heave as they would: burſt your heart, 
Aﬀright my ſoul, and kill me with deſpair. 
Oh! baniſh all thy doubts, and let thoſe eyes 
omile, as when firſt they beam'd their ſoftneſs on me. 
« The. Alas! I'm doom'd to mourn ; my thread of life 
_ «« Was ſteep'd in tears, and muſt for ever run 
«Black and diſcolour'd with the worſt of woes. 
« Ari. Can thy great heart thus ſhrink, appall'd with fear ? 
ec 'Theſeus, I never {aw thee thus before.” 
The. Our days of rapture and of promis'd joy 
Far hence are fled. 
« rj, No, on their roſy wings 
«© 'The hours of joy and ever new delight 
«« Come {miling on. Is this a time for fear, 
«« When all 1s gay ſerenity around us, 
* And fortune opens all her brighteſt ſcenes? | 
« The, Too ſoon that ſcene, with low'ring clouds deform d, 
«© Will ſhow the fad reverſe.” You little know | 
How Periander with' relſiſtleſs fury 
Breaks through all bounds. His paſſions ſcorn reſtraint. 
And what he wills, his vehemence of ſoul | 
Purſues with fierce, with unremitting ardour. 
To his wild fury all muſt yield obedience. 
Ari. His reign has ever been both mild and juſt. 
Fair virtue, like ſome god that rules the ſtorm, 
Still calms the warring elements within him ; 
And moderation with her golden curb 
. Guides all his ations. | 
The. Yet there 1s an impulſe, 
Which with the whirlwind*s unreſiſted rage, 
Roots up each virtue, and lays waſte the ſoul. 
Love reigns a lawleſs tyrant in his heart, 
For thee he fighs; and ſure that matchleſs beauty 
May well inkame the paſſions of a prince, 


A TRAGEDY« 


| Who with a diadem can deck thy brow. 


Ari. Too well he knows the ties that bind us both. 


Knows you're all truth, all conſtancy and love. 
_ He knows the flame my virgin ſighs have own'd ; 
Knows that for thee I left my native land, 
Fled from my friends, and from my father's palace, 
And gave up all for thee. And thinks he now 
His throne, his diadem, his purple pomp, 
Have charms of power to lure me from thy arms ? 
He knows his vows are loſt in air : 'Thy heart 
Is Ariadne's throne. 

The. « His fierceſt paſons 
* Break forth at once, like the deep cavern'd fire. 
_ «*« All ties, all tender motives muſt give way. 
His reſolution's ſix*d.” Alas! this very day, 
Unleſs for ever I renounce thy love, 
His jealous rage ſends me hence bound in chains, 
To die a victim on the Cretan ſhore. | 

Ari. He will not dare it; no, ſo black an outrage 
His heart will ne*er conceive. Should he perſiſt, 
Should malice goad him on. I too can fly 
This barb*rous ſhore ; with unextinguiſh'd love 
'Through every region, every clime attend thee 
Follow your fortunes, if the fates ordain it, 
Ev'n to my father's court ; there proſtrate fall, 
And claſp his hand, and bathe it with my tears, 
Nor ceaſe with vehemence of grief to melt kim, 
Till he releaſe thee to theſe circling arms, 
« Approve my choice, and ſhow thee to the people, 
« 'The adopted heir, the riſing {un of Crete.” 

The. By yielding me, his rival 18 deſtroy'd ; 
And by that a& his proud ambitzon hopes 
To ſooth your father's irritated pride, 
And mould him to his wiſh. 

Ari. Can Periander 
Harbour that black intent? «© and does he mean 
« 'To prove at firſt a villain and a murderer, 
« And then aſpire to Ariadne's love ?*” | 
No, Theſeus, no ; he will not ſtoop ſo vilely : 
P've heard you oft? commend him ; oft my fiſter- 

Employs whole hours with rapture in his praile. 
_ He is her conſtant theme. Her partial voice 
Ev*n above thine exalts his fav'rite name. 
«« She dwells on each FRY in peace 
2 


3s 


Crown'd with a monarch's and a people's love, 
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« His milder virtues, his great fame in arms: 

« How, when he talks, fond admiration liſtens: 

«« And each bright princeſs hears him, and adores. 

__ « The, Not envy's ſelf, howe'er his pride inflam'd 
«« May deal with me, can overſhade his glory. 

© Renown in war is his; the ſofter virtues , 

«« Of mild humanity adorn his name. 

- «« 'The polish'd arts of peace, and every muſe 

«« Attune to finer ſentiments his ſoul. TIE 

« His throne is fix*d upon the firmeſt baſis | 

«© Of wiſdom, and of juſtice. There to ſhine 

« The partner of his heart, his ſoft aſſociate. 

«« In that bright ſcene of glory, well may prompt 

« In ev'ry neighbouring itate the virgin's ſigh, 

« And wake the ambition of each monarch's daughter. 
«« rj, The ſtrain, the rapture that to me in ſecret 

«« My ſiſter Phzdra pours the live-long day, 

« Enamour'd of-his name ! Perchance you've heard her, 

«« And mark'd the heaving ſigh, and ſeen the bluſh 

«© That glow*'d with conſcious crimſon on her cheek.” 

Oh !: if ſhe cheriſhes the tender flame, 

«« With maiden coyneſs veil'd, and pines in love,” 

Beauty like her's may fre a monarch's heart, 

And Periander, without ſhame or guilt, 

Without a crime, may _woe her to his arms. 

To ſee her happy, to behold my Phzdra 


. 


Would be the pride of Ariadne's heart. 
The. Oh, it were miſery, the worſt of woes. [ Aide. 
Ari. Why do you ſtart ? why that averted look ? | 

If you approve their nuptials, freely tell me : 

With Periander I can plead her cauſe, 

Paint forth each charm of that accompliſh'd mind, 

« ?T11l the king glow with rapture at the ſound.” _ 

The. Oh, this would plunge me in the worſt deſpair ! | 4577. 

It muſt not be! Has not Perithous told you— 
Ari. Perithous is your friend. —Perhaps to draw 

The tie ſtill cloſer, you would ſee him bleſs'd 

In Phzdra's arms.—Tell me your inmoſt thoughts. 

If ſuch your will, what will I not atempt 

To ſooth to dear delight a mind like thine ? 

Phzdra will liſten to me ; mutual love 

Has ſo endear'd us, from our tend”reſt years 

« Has ſo encreas'd, and with our growth kept pace,” _ 


% 


** 
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'That we have had one wish, one heart, one mind.— 
My voice with Phezdra will have all the power 
Of ſoft perſuaſion : her exalted merit 
Will bleſs your friend and brighten all his days. 
The. Oh, the bare image fires my brain to madneſs! [| Aide, 
Alas ! this dream of happineſs —— 
Ari. What means 
'That ſudden cloud ? and why that lab'ring figh ? 
Oh, let my fiſter to Perithous? vows 
Yield her confent, and bleſs him with her beauty : 
Together then we'll ſeek the realms of Greece ; 
"There in ſweet union ſee our growing loves 
Spring with new rapture, ſhare each other's bliſs, 
And as imparting multiply our joys. 


Enter ARCHON. 


fire. With thee, fair princeſs, Periander craves 
Another interview : He enters now 
The palace garden. 

Avi. Does he there require 
My preſence ? 

Arc. Where you dejgn to give him audience, 
He will attend you. 

The. <« It were beſt go forth.” 
His virtues claim reſpe& ; and Oh, remember 
My fate, my happineſs on thee depend. 

Ari. Trait Ariadne, truft your fate with me. [ Aide. 

Arc. The Cretan princeſs, with refiſtleſs paſſion 
Inflames his fierce deſires. My DRGJn - fears 
Foreſee ſome dire event. 

The. A glance from her 


 - Will ſfooth his rage, and all may till be well. 


When love reſiſtleſs fires the noble mind, 
'Th' effe&ts, though ſudden, from that gen*rous ſource, 
Are off? excus'd ;- the errors of.our nature, 
The tender weakneſs of the human heart. 
Arc. Errors that influence the public weal, 
His rank prohibits.—*<< Let his vices be 
« (If vices he muſt have) obſcure and private, 
cc Unfelt by men, leaving no trace behind. 
« Tt were unjuſt, that his unbounded fury 
'« Should tear thee from the arms of her you loye.?? 
The, <* But when a monarch”—— Ha! Perithous comes. 


C3 
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Enter Pan ITHOUS. 


Perit. Theſeus, I ſought thee.—Archon, does your king 
Relent? or muſt confed'rate Greece ſend forth 
Her fleets and armies to ſupport her rights ? . 
Arc. The miſeries of war my feeble voice 
Shall labour to prevent. Theſeus, farewell, 
Archon is ſtill your friend. With Ariadne, 
 Ere long, I truſt, you may reviſit Greece. | [ Exit. 

 _ The. With her reviſit Greece | Why all this zeal | 
For Ariadne ? Who has tamper'd with him ? | 
Why not convey her to her father's court ? 
Vhy not invite her to the throne of Naxos ? 
Why all this buſy, this officious care 
To torture me? to foil his ſovereign's love ? 
'To ſend far hence the 1dol of his heart, © 
And blend her fate with mine ? 

| Perie. Her fate with thine 
Socloſe is blended, nothing can divide them. 
Truth, hopour, juſtice, gratitude combine 
Each tender ſentiment ; they form a chain, 

An adamantine chain, indiſfoluble, firm, 

And ſtrong as that which from the throne of Jove 
Hangs down to draw to harmony and union 
'This univerſal frame. 

The. Is this my friend? 

Perit. Your friend, who ſeorns to flatter ; 
Who dares avow th? emotions of his heart. 

Oh! Theſeus, we have long together walked 
The-pathsof virtue, upright, firm in honour ; 
And ſhall we now decline? and ſhall we now 
With fraud, with perfidy, with blackeſt perhdy, 
For ever damn our names ? 

*« The. This ſtern reproof 
« Is not the language the time now demands. 
« *Tis thine, my friend, to ſoften my diſtreſs ; 
«© To pour the balm of comfort o'er my ſorrows, 
«© And ſooth the anguiſh of a wounded mind. 
« Oh! ſtep between:me and the keen reproaches 
« Of injur'd beauty ; ſave me from myſelf ; 
« From Ariadne ſave me ! 

&« Pey;t. Is it thus, 
« Oh ! raſh deluded man ?” and is it thus 
With high diſdain you ſpurn that rareſt beauty, - 
That fond, beheving, unſuſpeCtng fair ? 
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« The. Have you not painted to her dazzled fancy 
« The ſplendor of a throne, that here awaits her ? 
& Perit. So generous, ſo unbounded 1s her love, 
«« She ſecks but thee, thee only. Pomp and ſplendor 
_ « Are toys that ſink, and fade away before her. 
« The. Then tell her all the truth : tell her at once, 
« Another flame 1s kindled in my heart, Ge 
« And fate ordains ſhe.never can be mine. 
« . Perit, Will that become Perithous? that the taſk, 
\ © Thy friendſnip would impoſe ? Muſt I proclaim 
« Toth? aſtoniſhed world, my friend's diſhonour ? 
« Muſt I with cruelty, with felon purpoſe, 
« Approach that excellence, that beauteous form, 
«« And for her gen*rous love, for all her virtue, 
« Fix in her tender breaſt the ſharpeſt pang, 
« With which ingratitude can ſtab the heart ?*? 
The. Why wilt thou goad me thus ? ?tis cruelty ; 
”Tis malice in difguiſe.—Forbear, forbear ; 
Aſiiſt your friend in the ſoft cauſe of love, 
Involuntary love, that hold's enſlaved 
The fetter*d wall. Foo 
Perit. Involuntary love! 
Beware, beware of the deceitful garb 
That vice too oft? aſſumes. —There's not a purpoſe 
Prompting to evil deeds, that dares appear 
In it's own native form. 'The firſt approach, 
With bland allurements, with inſidious mien, 
Wears the deluſfive *ſemblance of ſome virtue. 
The Siren ſpreads her charms, and fancy lends 
Her thouſand hues to deck the lurking crime, 
Opinion changes ; *tis no longer guilt; 
Tis amiable weakneſs, generous frailty, 
Involuntary error. On we ruſh | 
By fatal error led, and thus the language, 
'The ſophiſtry of vice deludes us all. 
The. Perithous, *tis in vain: 1n vain you ſtrive, 
. By ſubtle maxims, and by pedant reasoning 
To talk down love, and mould it to your will. 
It rages here like a cloſe pent-up fire; 
And think'ſt thou tame advice can check it's courſe, 
And ſoothe to reſt the fever of the ſoul ? * Gar 
Perit. And wilt thou thus, by one ungen”rous deed, 
Blaſt all thy laurels, and give up at once 
To ſhame and infamy thy honour'd name ? LITER 
The. WouPdit thou deſtroy my peace of mind for ever ? 
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Perit. I would preſerve it. Would'ſt thou ſtill enjoy 

Th” atteſting ſuffrage of the conſcions heart ? 
'The road 1s plain and level : hve with honour. 
Be all your deeds, ſuch as become a man : 
*Tis that alone can give th? unclouded ſpirit, 
The pure ſerenity of inward peace. 

All elſe is noiſy fame ; the giddy ſhout 

Of gazing multitudes, that ſoou expires, 
And leaves our laurels, and our martial glory 
To wither and decay. By after times 

The roar of fond applauſe no more is heard. 
The triumph ceaſes, and the hero then 

Fades to the eye: the faithleis man remains. 

The. Was it for this you ſpread your ſails from Groees ; 
To aggravate my ſorrows ?—lf a monarch _ 
Woes Arzadne to his throne and bed ; 

If I reſign her to imperial ſplendor, - 
Where is my guilt ? Why will ſhe not accept 
The bright reward, that waits to crown her virtues ? 

Perit. Becauſe, like thee, ſhe 1 1s not prone to change, 

The. Why, cruel, why thus pierce my very. ſoul ? 

Perit. Becauſe, like thee, ſhe knows not to betray. 

The. Diſaſtrous fate! And would'it thou have me ” 
ages Phedra's arms? By every ſolemn vow, | | 

every ſacred tie, by love itlelf, | 

M, heart is her's. She is my only ſource 
Of preſent bliſs, my beſt, my only earneſt 
Of future joy ; the ido! of my ſoul, 

Should I defert her, can invention find, 
*Midlt all her ſtores, a tint of O_ —_ 
To varniſh the deceit? -. 

Ferit. It wants no varniſh, 
No ſpecious colouring. Plain honeſt truth 
Will juſtify the deed. . With open firmneſs 
Go, talk with Phzdra: tell her with remorſe 
Conſcience has ſhown the horrors of your guilt, 
_ Tell her the vows, you breathe to Ariadne, 
. Were heard above, recorded-by the (gods. 
'Tell her if fill ſhe ſpr-ads her fatal lure, 
She takes a perjur*d traitor to her arms, 
PraQtis'd in fraud, who may again deceive. 
Tell her, with equal -guilt,. norleſs abhor'd, 
She joins to rob a ſiſter af. her rights. + 
Tell her that Greece—— 

7he. No more; I'll here no more. 


- In ſome deep cave, where I may dwell with madneſs, 
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Afiſt my love ; ?tis there I ask your aid. 
Forget my fame ; it is not worth my care. 
Perit, Then, go; ruſh on, devoted to deftruftion, | "4 
Let Hymen kindle his unhallow'd torch, | 
, Claſp'd in each other arms enjoy your guilt. 
Renounce all ſacred honour ; add your name i 
To the bright 1:| of thoſe illuftrious worthies, | 
Who have ſeduc'd, by vile inſidious arts, ' 
'The fond affeftions of the gen'rous fair ; 
And in return for all her wondrous goodneſs, 
Leave the fair mourner to deplore her fate ; ' 
To pine in ſolitude, and die at length 
Of the ſlow pangs that rend the broken heart. 
* The. Oh! fortune, fortune !—wherefore was I born 
With a great heart, that loves, that honours virtue, 
And yet thus fated to be paſſion's ſlave? 
* Perit. *Tis but one effort, and you tower above 
The little frailties that debaſe your nature. 
That were true victory, worth-all your conqueſts. 
You triumph o'er yourſelf. And lo! behold 
'Th' occaſion offers. Ariadne comes ! 
T he. I muſt not ſee her now. + 
Perit. By heaven, you ſhall! | 
The. Off, looſe your hold. Confuſion, ſhame, and horror, 
Rage and deſpair, diſtra&t and rend my foul. 
*T'1s you have fixed theſe ſcorpions in my breaſt, 
Perit. And yet— [ holding him. 
The. No more ; let midnight darkneſs hide me 


Far from the world, far from a friend like thee. | { Exit. 
- Perit. Miſguided man ! my friendſhip till ſhall fave him. 
Ari. Stay, Theſeus, ſtay : does he avoid my preſefict ? 
Why with that haſte, that wild diſorder'd look— 
 Perit. "Tis now the moment of ſuſpended fate : 
The gods aſſembled hold th'* uplifted balance, 
Ana my friend's peace, all that is dear, or ſacred, 
His fame and honour, — | | | 
* Ari. The gods prote@ him ſtil] : you need not fear. 
All danger flies before him. 
* Perit. While the king FN 
Detains him here, he knows to what exceſs 
A monarch's love 
Ari. Does that alarm his fear ? - 
And does he therefore fly ?—Ungen'rous Theſeus ! 
And 1s it thus you judge of Anadne ? 


- 
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And yet, Perithous, I will not =pbraid | him. 
His adds ſenſibility of heart | 
Too quickly takes th* alarm: yet that die 
Shows with what ſtrong ſolicitude he loves ; 
My tears prevail, and he may ſail for Greece, 
'This very moment Periander granted— 
See, where he comes : he will confirm it all. 
Perit. It were not fit he ſhould behold me here. 
When apt occaſion ſerves, we'll meet again. 
A heart like your's, with every virtue fraught, 
Should be no more deceiv'd. I now withdraw. 
Ari. Go tell my 'Theseus all his fears are vain. , 
In love, as well as war, he ſtill muſt triumph. 
Perian, If once again I trouble your retreat, 
Deem me not, princeſs, too importunate, 
Nor with indignant ſcorn reject a heart, 
That throbs in every vein for you alone. 
Ari. Scorn in your presence, fir, no mind can feel. 
Far other ſentiments your martial glory, 
And the mild feelings of your gen'rous nature, 
Excite in every breaſt, .'The crown you wear, 
From virtue*s pureſt ray derives it's luſtre. 
Your ſubje&s own a father in their king. 
F: Beneath your ſway the wretched ever find 
«« A ſure retreat. At Periander” s court 
« All hearts rejoice : here mis'ry dries her tear.” 
To me your kind humanity has given 
It's beſt proteQtion. ' 4 For the gen'rous a&t 
<< My heart -o*erflows : theſe tears atteſt my thanks.”? 
Each day beholds me bow'to you with praiſe, 
Relpe, and gratitude. 
Perian.' And muſt reſpet, . 
Fruitleſs reſpe&, and diſtant cold aw, 
Be all my lot? Has Heaven no other bliſs 
In ſtore for me ? unhappy royalty ! 
Condemn'd to ſhine in ſolitary ftate, 
With no fond tenderneſs of mutual love, 
To ſooth the heart, and ſweeten all it's cares 
«© Without the ſoft ſociety of love.” 
4ri. For thee the gods reſerve ſublimer | Joys, 
«The happineſs ſupreme of ſerving millions.”? 
*Tis your's, in war to guard a people's rights ; 
In peace, to ſpread one common bliſs to all, 
And feel the raptures of that beſt ambition. 
** Mankind demands you : glory 1 is your call.” 
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Perian. Ambition 1s the phrenzy of the ſoul ; 
The fierce infatiate avarice of glory, | 
That wades through blood, and marks it's way with ruin ; 
And when it's toils are o'er, what then remains, | 
But to look back through wide diſpeopled realms ? 
Where nature mourns o'er all the dreary waſte, 
And hears the widows”, and the orphans? ſhrieks, 
And ſees each laurel wither at the groans, 
, And the deep curſes of a ruin'd people. 
Vain efforts a!l! vain the purſuit of glory, 
Unleſs bright beauty arm us for the field, 
Hail our return, enhance the viftor's prize, 
And love reward what love itſelf inspir'd. + 
« 4x;, The vaſt renown, that ſpread ſuch luſtre round you, | 
« Like the bright ſun, that dims all meaner rays, 
« And makes a deſert in the blue expanſe, 
« Will never want uplifted wondering eyes | 
« 'To gaze upon it.” From the neighb'ring ſtates 
Some blooming virgin, ſome illuſtrious princeſs 
Will yield with rapture to a monarch's love, 
Proud of a throne, which virtue has adorn'd. 
Perian. That pew*r is your's: one kind indulgent glance, 
One ſmile, the harvinger of ſoft conſent, 
Has bliſs in ſtore beyond the reach of fortune, 
Beyond ambition's wiſh. | | 
Ari. Your pardon, fir, | 
I muſt not hear you ſigh, and figh in vain: 
Look round your iſle, where in it's faireit forms, 
In all it's winning graces, beauty decks 
Your ſplendid court. Amidit the radiant train, 
It none has touch'd your heart, may | preſume— 
Perhaps you'll think mine a too partial voice— 
If none attra& you, ſee where Phedra ſhines 
In every grace, in each attraftive charm 
Of outward form, and dignity of mind. 
Her rare perfe&tions, her unequalPd virtue, 
«© 'The mild aff:Qtons of her gen*rous heart,” 
Her friendſhip firm, in ev'ry inſtance tried, 
Tranſcend all praiſe. © In her pure virgin breaſt 
© Love never kindled yet his ſecret flame. 
«© Your voice may wake deſires unfelt before ;*? 
With pride ſhell liſten, and may crown your vows 
With all th* endearments of a love ſincere, 
And with her ſofter luſtre grace your throne. 
Perian. Why, cruel, torture me with cold diſdain ? 
With thee to reign were Periander's glory. 


Fo 


Dark and myſterious 
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Ari. Oh, not for me that glory ! well you know 
This heart already is another's right, 

| Perian. There lies the precipice on which you tread,” 
By your own hand *tis cover'd o'er with ROW T1 rs; 
Your fall will firſt diſcover 1 Its as 

Ari. Thoſe words _ 


« Perian. It were not fit 
© That fond credulity ſhould lead you Ws 
<< In gay deluſion, and in errors maze.” 
The baſe deceiver—<— 
Ari. Who ?—what doſt thon mean ? - 
& Perian. I mean to fave you from his treach'rous arty ; 
< To place you on a throne, beyond his reach, - 
«*« Where foul ingratitude will fee her ſhafts 
« Fall pow'rleſs at your feet. | 
* Ari. Cold tremors ſhoot, 
« I know not why,—through all my y trembling frame.” _— 
Perian. Tender, fincere, and generous yourſelf, 
You little know the arts of faithleſs man. 
Ari. Explain ; unfold ;—you freeze my | foul with horror, 
Periai. Beware of Theſeus! 
Ari. How ! of Theſeus, ſaidſt thou ? | 
Perian. Were I this day to ſend him hence a victim, 
(And you alone—your tears ſuſpend my purpoſe} 
*F'were vengeance due to perfidy like his. 
Ari. 'The viper-tongue of flander wrongs him, Sir, 
Too well I know his worth :—my heart's at peace, 
Perian. With fond enchantment the gay firen hope 
Has lar'd you, on a calm unruffled fea, 
To truſt a ſmiling ſky and flatring gales. 
Too ſoon you'll fee that ſky deform'd with clouds ; 
Too ſoon you'll wonder at the gath'ring ſtorm, 
And look aghaſt at the deep lurking ruin, | 
Where all your hopes muſt Us. 
Ari. Still each word 
Is wrapt in darkneſs :—end this FROM ſuſpenſe, 
Or elſe my flutt*ring ſoul will ſoon forſake'me, 
And leave me at your feet a breathleſs corle. 
Perian. A former flame—reſtrain that wild ſurpriſe ; 
Summon your ſtrength :—T ſpeak his very words : 
A former flame, kindled long fince in Greece, 
« Preys on his heart with flow conſuming hres.”' 
Ari. Does this become a monarch? Can your pride 
Thus lowly ſtoop, thus with a tale ſuborn'd 
To (ep: the "honour of this faith{ul breaſt ? 
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Ptrian. By ev'ry pow'r that views the heart of man, 
And diRates moral thoughts, 'tis truth I utter. 
Laſt night, admitted to a private audience, 

He own'd it all ; renounc'd your love for ever ; 
Gave up his fair pretenfions.—Ariadne, . . 
Your colour changes, and the guſhing tear 
Starts from your trembling eye.—— 

Ari. The very thought—— 
Though ſure it cannot be,—the very thought 
Strikes to my heart like the cold hand of death. 

Perian, It ſtill you doubt, go charge him with his guiit- 
He will allow it all. 

Ari. And if he does, | 
Oh, what a change in one diſaſtrous day ! 

Perian. Your fate now calls for firm deciſive meaſures. 

I will no longer urge th' ungrateful ſubje&. / 

I leave you to colle& your flutt'ring ſpirits. 

1 would not fee your gen'rous heart deceived-— 

His guilt ſhould rouſe your nobleſt indignation. 

Now you may prove the greatneſs of your ſoul. {Exit 

Ari. © If this be ſo,—1f Theſeus can be false, 
<c Is there on earth a wretch ſ{o curs'd as I am ?*?— 

A former flame !—ha ! think no more—that thought, 
With ruin big, ſhoots horror-to my brain. 

A fermer flame *« ſtill rages in his foul. — __ 

_ «© So ſaid the king.” —Who is the fatal fair ? 

«« Where, in what region does ſhe hide her charms ** 
Was it for her I ſav'd him from deſtruction ? 

For her rebell'd againſt my father's power ? 

To give to her all that my heart adores ? 

Can Theſeus thus !—no, «© yonder ſun will ſooner 
«© Start from his orbit.” — Yet wherefore ſhun my preſence ? 
Why all this day that ftern, averted. look ? 

I'm torn, diſtrated, tortur'd with theſe doubts ; 

And where, Oh, where to 5x !—1 think him till 

All truth, all honour, tenderneſs and love. 

And yet Perithous—— it is all too plain; - 

All things conſpire; all things inform againſt him. 

** He will avow it !''—Let me ſeek him ſtraight, 
Unload my breaſt, and charge him with my wrongs; - 
With ineignation harrow up his ſoul ; 

Tell all Pye heard, all that distrats my brain ; 

Pour forth my rage, pour forth my fondneſs too, 
And perhaps prove him innocent at laſt. 
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Enter ARIADNE. 


Ariadne. 


ay W azar, Ariadne, where are now the hours 

«© That, wing'd with rapture, chnas'd each other's flight, 
«* In one gay round of joy ?—Where now the hopes, 

«< 'That promis'd years of unextinguiſh'd love ??— 

*Tis paſt ;—the dream 1s fled ;—<* the ſun grows dim ; 
«© Fair day-light turns to darkneſs ;— all within me 
Ts deſolation, horror, and deſpair. 
And are his vows, breath'd in the face of heav'n, 

_ «« Are all his oaths at once diſpers'd in air ?”? 

Thoſe eyes, whoſe glance ſent forth the melting ſou!, 
Were they too falſe ?—* The tears, with which he oft 
_ «© Bedew'd his boſom, were they taught to feign ? 

«« He ſhuns me ſtill: where does he lurk conceal'd ??'— 
In all our haunts, in each frequented grove, | 

(Ah! groves too conſcious of the traitor's vows!) 

| In vain Pve ſought him.—Does this hated rival, 

Has ſhe ſeduc'd him to her am'rous parley ? 

Gods ! does ſhe ſee him ſmile, and hear that voice ? 
And does he ſigh, and languiſh at her feet, 

Enamour'd gaze, and twine thoſe arms around her ? 

«« Hold, traitor, hold ; the gods forbid your love :— 

« 'Thoſe looks, thoſe ſmiles are mine !—Deluded maid ! 
«« Mine are thoſe vows, that fond embrace is mine.”? 
Horror ! diſtra&tion !—St1ll *tis but ſurmiſe 

'That with theſe ſhadowings makes me tremble thus. 

I ftill may wrong him :—Periander's fraud — 
« *Tis he abuſes my too credulous ear. : 
« The tale may be ſuborn'd :—T'll not believe it.— 

« Loſt Ariadne! you believe too much. | 
«« Where, where is Phzdra? her unwearied friendſhip 
« May ſtill avert my ruin : ſhe may find | 

.<+ The barbarous man, and melt his heart to pity. 

« And yet ſhe comes not.” —Ha ! Perithous here !— 

Hs knows the worſt ;—he can pronounce my doom. 
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Enter PerITHOUS, 
Perit. F orgive me, princeſs, with officious zeal 
If I one more intrude. The time no longer 
Admits of, wav” _ , heſitating doubt. 
The king, enfetter'd in the chains of love, 
Reje& the claims of Greece. If hence you part, 
You mult, with Theſeus, ſteer your courſe tor Crete. 
His refolution's fix*'d. *' 
Ari. Does Theſeus know | 
Th* impending danger ?—have'you ſpen your friend ? 
Perit. His great heart lahours with a war of paſſions 
Too big for utterance. In the ſoldier's eye 
The filent tear ſtood trembling. Strong emotions 
Convul'sd his frame. He knows your ev*ry virtue, 
And rails in grief, in bitterneſs of ſou], 
At his hard fate, and and each malignant planet, 
That leaves him empty praiſe, and fruitleſs thanks, 
The only ſad return he now can make- 
__ Ari. Thanks ! unavyailing thanks !—You need not come 
. To add to miſery this ſharpeſt pang. 
| Love in this breaſt is not a vulgar "Haine, 
The mere compliance of a wall refign'd ; 
*T's gen*rous ecſtacy, *tis boundleſs + 37-495 
A heart, that feels like mine, will not be paid 
With cold acknowledgments, and fruitleſs thanks ; - 
Mere gratitude 1s perhdy in love. 
« Perit. Your bright perfeQtons were his fay*rite theme. 
« He sees your days, that ſhone ſerenely bright, 
« Diſcolour'd now with ſorrows not your own. 
«« He ſees you following, with unwearied ſteps, 
« One on whom fortune has not yet exhauſted 
_ « Her ſtores of mailce ;—whom the gods abandon.- 
« Ar;. Whom juſtice, truth, and honour all abandon !”? 
Perit. It grieves him, . Ariadne, much it grieves him, 
To ſee thee overwhelm'd in his misfortunes ; 
Condemn'd with him to drain the bitter cup 
_ Of endleſs woe ;; and ſince propitious fortune : 
With better omens courts you here at Naxos, 
*Tis now his wish, that you renounce for ever | 
A man accurſt, ſad outcaſt from his country, 
The fatal cauſe of all your ſorrow, palt. 
«Ari. The fatal cauſe of all my woes to come ! 
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 « Periz. I do not mean to juſtify his guilt. 
«« Might I adviſe you, you may ftill be happy.” 
A monarch lays his sceptre at your feet. Al aaa? 
Your father Minos will approve your choice; | 
All Naxos will conſent; a willing people 4 SRI 
With fond acclaim will hail you as their queen, 
And 'Theſeus never can betray you more. © 
Ari. And doſt thou think, ſay, does the traitor think. 
Thus to enſnare me with infidious counſels ? 
Laſt night admitted to a private audience, 
To Periander he confeſs*d his guilt. 
Another paſhon rages in his heart. DP 
You know it all : unfold your lurking thoughts, 
Reveal the truth ; give me the tale of horrox, 
Own the black Mt, and conſummate all, He A 
« Perit, Would I could hide the failings of my friend. [ Aide. 
« 4r;j, Thoſe broken accents but diſtrat me more. Bee 
« Let ruin come ; [ am prepar'd to meet it. | 
«« Oh, ſpeak ! pronounce my doom !—In me you ſee 
« A wretched princeſs, a deluded maid, — | 
<« Loft to her friends, her country, and her father.— 
«c-In pity tell me all : with gen'rous frankneſs 
« Deal with the wretched : let me know the worſt.” 
 Perit. Far be deceit from me : of juſt reſentment 
I would light up the flame : my friend is plung'd, 
Beyond all depth, in treachery and gyilt. Fes , 
Another love ſhoots poiſon to his ſoul. al | 
At length he owns it. He avows his paſſion. 
Ari. Avows his paſſion! 
« Perit. *Tis his fatal crime. | 
& ri. You hear it, gods!—TI aſk no patience of you : 
« Lend me no fortitude, no ſtrength to bear | 
«© This horrible deception.” —If. your juſtice, gods, 
From your bright manſions views this ſcene of guilt, 
Why ſleeps thy thunder ?—<* Send me inſtant madneſg, 
«© To raſe at once all traces from my brain, 
«« All recolleQion of a world like this. 
« All buſy memory of ungrateful man.” 
Perit. Aſſert yourſelt ; revenge your injur'd rights, 
And tow'r above the falſe, the baſe deſerter, 
Who breaks all vows, and triumphs. in his guilt. 
Ari. Can fraud like this engender in his heart ? 
It cannot be ; no,—the earth does not groan 
With ſuch a monſter !—You traduce him, fir. 


i 
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; Who form/a' the black defigh? Who forg?d the tle 7 
*Tis Periander's art —'twasheſuborn'd $28 '% Ped 
Perit. If you will hear me— omg E's 


_ ....__ Pri. Trouble meno more: -* 

- Theſeus ſhall hear how: his friend blaſts. OT TY 
And comes from Athens with his high commiltion,” 
' To tempt my ſaith, and work a'woman's ruin. /- 


. To ſee the cruel deſtiny that waits thee, 

«© Ruin, inevitable rain: falls . | | 

. '*«« On her, on Theſeus, and his blaſted "ty w”, 

| And yet if Phadra—would fome-gracious' pow'e' | 

- Inſpire my voice, and give the-energy FELL TI 
_ 'To wake, to melt, to penetrate the heart;—— LIU 
uu if TI ſcek her rs EL 


C 


Emer Pampa, : 
Plie. Methon ght the ſound” 


| Of Ariadne's/V0IC&—————— 
Perit. *'Tis as I will'd : 
Her timely preſence— 
Phe. Went my fiſter hence? | 
Perit. Yes, hence ſhe went, wild as ihe ceipets rage, | 
As if a conflagration of the ſoul 
To madneſs fir*d her brain. But, Oh! I feat 
She went to brood in ſecret o'er-her wrongs 3 
To think, and to be deeper plung'd in woe. 
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[Fxit. 
Periz. Tos generous princeſs!- my heart inward bleeds 9 


" [forith, 


Phe. You chill my heart with fear: you have not told hee. | 


F or whom in ſecret Theſeus breathes kis vows ; ; 
For whom he cherishes the hidden flame. 


-- 


Perit. There wants but that—that circumſtiiſes of horror, _ 


To deſolate her ſoul with inſtant madneſs. 
Phe. Yet why till obftinate, why thus diſdain 
A monarch's vows? A mind like hers, elate 
With native dignity, and fierce with pride, 
| May view with ſcorn the lover who betrays her, 
And on th' imperial throne revenge her wrongs. 
Perit. Revenge 18 the delight of valgar' ſouls, 
Unfit to rule the breaſt of Ariadne. 


Phe. Your words, your looks alarm me : - from your eye 


Why ſhoots that fiery glance ?—What muſt we do ? 


_Perit, What muſt we do ?The honeſt heart will tell thee: 


« ?Tis in your pow'r: I your guilty loves; 3 


- 


— 
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Do juſtice to a filter ; ſcorn by fraud, _ 
By treach'rous arts to undermine her peace ; 
Reſtore the lover whom you raviſh'd from her, 
A lover all her own, by ev*ry tie, 
By ſolemn vows her own, - nor join in guilt | 
. To wreſt him from her, for the ſelfiſh pride, 
The little triumph o'er a ſiſter's charms. 
 Phz. To Ariadne turn: give her your counſel,— 
She till, if timely wiſe, may ſave herſelf, 
For joy and rapture ;—ſhe may live and reign.— 
If I loſe Theſeus, I can caly die. L.; 

Perit. Better to die, than live in vile diſhonour, 
You ruſh on ſure deſtruftion ;—Awful conſcience, 
That fits in judgment in each human heart, 

And, from that dread tribunal ſpeaks within us— 
Conſcience will tell you, you have broke all faith, 
Betray'd all confidence, deſtroy*d the bonds 

Of ſacred friendſhip, and with ſhame and infamy 
Ruin'd a fiſter, who would dic to ſerve you. 

Phe. Inhuman that thou art ! why wound me thus 
With ſtern reproach ?—why arm againſt my peace, 
With ſcorpion whips, theſe furies of the ſoul ? 

Perit. For this wilt thou invade a ſiſter's rights ? 
For this betray her? to endure for ever 

* The ſelf-accuſing witneſs of the heart ! 

- Remorſe will be your portion : ſhame and anguiſh 
Will haunt your nights, and render all your Wie 
Unbleſt and comfortleſs. : 

Phe. It is too much, 
Too much to bear this agony of mind. 

Perit. *Tis virtue ſpeaks ; it warns you :—hear it's voice, 
And, ere too deeply you are plung'd in guilt, 

Return with honour, and regain the ſhore. 

Phez. No more ;—'tis too much :—I cannot bear it. 

Perit. Greece honours Ariadne ;—Think when Theſeus 
Returns with glory ſtain'd, with foul diſhonour, 

Think of the black reverſe. Will men receive 

- With ſongs of triumph, and with ſhouts of joy, 
Him and, his fugitive ?—I ſee you're mov'd :— 

Thoſe tears are ſymptoms of returning virtue. 

Phe. You've turn'd my eyes with horror on myſelf, — 
Oh ! thou baſt conquer'd :—Ariadne, take, ES 
Take back your lover; I reſign him to you. 

No, Phzdra will not hve the Neve of vice ; 
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« [ will not bear this torture of the”mind, 
«© Goaded by guilt, pale, trembling at itſelf.” 
Perit. There ſpoke the gen'rous foul :—to thoſe emotions 
May the gods give the energy of virtue. 
Phe. Go, ſay to Theleus, for his love I thank him ;— o— 
Bid him renounce, forget me -Can he do ua 
Bid him preſerve his honour, and his life. 
You necd not counſel him. —He will not fall 
A willirg victim for a wretch like me. 
Yet, if his heart conſents, let him forget 
His vows, his plighted faith; and as he once, 
With unfelt ardour; could delude my liſter, 
Bid him once more diſſemble, and betray. 
_ Periz. Oh, bleſt event! All danger will retreat. —— 
T leave you now, while nature ſtirs within you, 
I leave you to th? emotions of your heart. [ Exte. 
Phe. Oh, what a depth of ſorrow and remorſe, | 
| Of ſhame and infamy have I eſcap'd ! 
Juft gods : to you I bend: your warning voice | 
Has taught me to renounce all guilty | Joys, 
And dwell, fair virtue !—dwell in peace with thee! 


Emer Taxtstvs. 


The. Phzdra, what mean thoſe tears 2? —Uon the wing 
Of ftrong impatience I have ogy your preſence.. 
What new alarm 

Phe. My ſoul is full of horror. 
Renounce my love ;—forget me ;—think no more 
Of raſhly plighted vows. 

The. Renounce thee, Phazdra! 

Phe. Fly my diſaſtrous love AP org Pl ruin 
Are all the portion Phadra has to 

The. Is that my Phedra's voice Can ſhe talk hot ? | 
The tyrant fair, who firſt iaſpir'd my heart | \. 
With love unfelt before ?—l ſtruggled long ot 
To tkifle in'my breaſt the hidden flame ; 

1 fled your preſence ;—whereſoe'er I fled 

Your image follow'd, and I fill lov'd on. 

In vain I itruggled : your diſcerning eye, 

What could eſcape ?—You fann'd the rifing flame, 

And ſoon my flutt'ring heart was wholly thine. 
Phe. Call not to memory the fond deligat. 


My guilt ſtands forth to view ; I own it all. 7 
| D2 
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The. And were the graces of each winning ſmile _ 
Meant only to deceive, me? Were those eyes 
Inftrutted-haw.to roll the hidden glance, © _ 

To fool me with a mockery of hope, 

Then ſpyrn me:from your arms a wretch deſpis'd b 
Phe. I mult not, will not hear ; the gods forbid It. 

I ſee my ſiſter pale, deform'd with muer, | 

And hear the curſes of mankind condemn MC, 

Y our friend has told meall. 

The. Perithcus ? 

Phe. He. 

7 he. 1s he too join "d? is he #4 o leagu? d againſt me? 

Phe. It was his friendſhip ipoke. Ws 

T he. 'Then ſend me hence, _, - 

A victim to appeaſe your father's rage, | 

'To. be-a ſpeQtacle for public View, 

And meet at length an ignominigus death, | Ho 
Phe. Heart-breakivg ſounds! _ & _ 7 
The. Or if, ungenerous "p< ae She : 

If you will have it ſo, command me hence, 

Once more to ſigh at Artadne's ſeet, 

And to that beauty——-Phzdra, have a care :— 

That lovely form the wond'ring Cs « of men 

Adore, and evenenvy muſt admire: 

Beauty like her's may twine about, my heart, 

And gain, though. mach I've ſtruggled to reſilt her, 

And gain at length my fond conſent to wed her. | 
Phe. Conſent to wed her !—Death is in the thought —_— 

Perſidious. traitor, !—praQtis'd in deceit !—. 

And can eons ter all your oaths 

Oh, light inconftant man!— Ah! can a lt 

Blot out all fond remembrance of your love, 

And twine her fatal charms about your heart ?—— 

Conſent to: wedd her !—Go,—abandoa Phaedra ; | 

Seek Ariadne ; To. her matchleſs beauty h 

Breathe all your vows—thoſe you can well diszemble ; _ 

Go, melt in tears—thoſe too. you well can feign ;— 

Revel in joys your heart wall never taſte, _ 

And ſee me laid a victim at your feet ! - | 
' The. Reſtrain this frantic rage, does this become 

The tender moment, when the faithful 'Theſeus, 

With all a Jover's ardour, comes to greet thee ? 

Phe. The thought of loling thee turns wild my brain, 
Oh, love reſumes his empire o'er my ſoul! 
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And all inferior motives yield at once. 

'Theſe tears can witneſs. 
The. *Tis no time for tears, 

Go ſeek your fiſter : your ſoft prayers and tears 

May till prevail. If not, to-morrow's dawn, 

'Tell her, ſhall end her doubts, ere that, Pve, plann'd | 

Meaſures, that may make ſure our mutual bliſs ! 

To Periander I muſt now repair, | 

His meſſengers have ſought me, Oh, remember, 

My life, my hope of bliſs, muſt ſpriag from thee, | Expte 
Plz. And on his fate my happineſs is grafted, DO Les 

Ha! Ariadne comes !—Oh, love ! what virtues 

You force me to betray \—That hagard mien— 

Thoſe looks proclaim the man of her ſoyl. 


Enter Abraoum. ” 


7. [Net perceiving Phe.) In vain I ſtruggle to deceive my- 
ſelf ; 
I am betray'd, abandon'd, loſt for ever. 
« Phe. How her fierce rage ſhoots lightning from her eyes ! 
[that 
« 4;;j, Oh, while his accents charm'd my lining ear, 
« While each fond look enſnar'd my captive heart, 
«« Ev'n then another lur'd the wand'rer from me! 
* Another's beauty taught thoſe eyes to languiſh ; 
*« Another's beauty tun'd his voice to love ! 
« Phe. Appeaſe her anger, gods, and grant her patience ! 
[ Jie.” 
Ari. And muſt I live to ſee her haughty trrumph ? 
© 'To bear her ſcorn ?—to bear the inſulting pity 
« Of C:etan dames !—all pleased with my undoing ??? 
To die at length in miſery of heart, 
And leave to after-times a theme of woe, 
A tragic ſtory for the bards of Greece ? 
Phz. How my heart ſhrinks !—I dread the j interview, [46 4. 
Ari. & Let lightning blaſt me firſt ;”—Let whirlw inds ſeize 
me, 
« To atoms daſh me on the craggy cliff,” 
And blow me hence * upon the warring winds” 
'Fo climes unknown, beyond the verge of nature, 
««< 'To the remotelſt planet in the void ; 
« 'That never, never can approach this world ; 
«« But rolling onward, farther, farther ſtill 
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«© Holds in the wilds of ſpace it's fated round ;''— 
There I may rave, and to the liffning waſte - 
Pour forth my ſorrcws ; © think ?till reaſon leaves me 3 
*« And tell to other ſtars, and other ſuns, 

* A tale to hold them in their courie ſuſpended, 
* And turn them pale with horror at the ſound, — 
© There let me dwell ;”” grow ſavage with my wrongs, 
And never hear from this vile globe again. 

Phe. Yet-be of comfort. 

Ari. There is no comfort for me. — 
Whence is that voice ?—Oh, Phedra! Oh, my ſiſter ! 

« Aſſt me, help me—I am fick at heart. 

* Pie. Recall your reaſon, ſummon all your ſtrength, 
«« Nor thus affli& yourſelf. 

« Ari. Have I not cauſe ?”” | 
'Th- ba: barous man ! he flies me; he abjures me ; 
Breaxs all the fervent vows which each day's ſun, 

Which every conſcious planet of the night, 
Wuich every god bent down from heaven to hear. 

Phe. And yet, if calmly you will hear a filter ——— 

« Ari. Could you fuſpeR that perfidy like this 
« Can he cloſe ambuſh'd in the heart of man ? 

_«« Phe. But itil, if Theſeus, harraſs*d out with woes, 
« Purſued by fate, and b-nding to mis:ortune— 

« /iri. I gave up all for him. 

__ «© Phe. Were you but calm = | 

+ Ari. Can the wretch tortur*d on the rack be calm? 
Inzratitude, thou ſource of evil deeds ! LEY, 
Foe to the world*s repoie !—< thou canſt with fair, 
« With ſpectous words, with treacherous diſguiſe, 
« Deceive the friend, and thrive upon his {miles ; 
« By fervue arts enrich thee wii his ſpoils, 
« *T1jl pamper'd to the full, with favours bloated, 
« '[hy hour 1s come to ſhow thy native hue, 
« Ard carry pain and anguiſh to the breait 
« That warm'd and cheriſh'd thee.” Deteſted fiend ! 
By thee truth fades cven from the nobleſt mind ; 
Of fair, and good, and juſt, no trace remains ; 
Honour expires, the generous purpoſe dies, 

And every virtue withers in the foal. 

Phe. Yet be advis'd, and you may ſtill be happy, 

A vouthtul monarch woes you to hi: throne. 
The gods have ſent rehief | 

Ari. Oh, Pheira! Oh, mv ſiſter! 
As yet a ſtranger to man's wily arts, 
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You keep the even tenar of your mind : 

You know not what it 1s to love like me. 
Phz. Oh, conſcious, conſcious gs 
Ari. ** 1 ſee you pity me.' | | 

It grieves me to affli&t your tender nature, 

In al! his hours of tenderneſs and love 

Oh, charming hours, that muſt return no more !—— 

I never deem'd it was illuſion all,— 

Never ſuſpefted a more happy rival,— 

Saw not her image lurking 1n his my 

*« Tell me her name: Who is ſhe? Let me ſee 

«« The fatal fair, that poiſons all my joys. | 

« Your own heart, Phzdra, muſt condemn the deed.” 
Phe. Her words too deeply pierce; they rend my, ſoul ! 


[ 4/ide. 
Ari. « You can dete& the traitreſs ; guide me to her.” . 
Tell me her name : Who is ſhe? Let me ſee 
T he fatal fair, that pains all my joys. 
If on this iſle Ha !—why that ſudden pauſe ? 
That downcaſt eye ?—why does your colour change ? 
Go, now I ſee you know her !—in your looks 
I read it all. 

' Phe. Confuſion, ſhame, diftraſtion ! 
If this wild fury-that deforms your reaſon 
Ari. Phedra, beware: if you deceive your ſiſter, 

If you conceal this rival, *wwere a deed 
To ſhock all nature ; to make heaven and earth, 
And men and gods abhor thee. 
Phe. Since unjuſtly 
You thus ſuſpe&t me—have I given you caule ? . 
_ Ari. Diſcloſe itall and league not with my foes. 
Phe. I ſee my fault :—with too officious care 
] came to heal your forrows.—I forbear : 
I've been to blame ; but now, farewell, farewell ! 
Ari. Stay, Phzdra, ſtay : you ſhall not leave me thus. 
In all afMlictions you are ſtill my comfort. 
' Phe. Then check this fury ; it 15 phrenzy all. 
Where is the pride becoming Minos' daughter ? 
Diſdain the traitor ; drive him from your thoughts. 
Turn where the gods invite you : Perjander 
Wiſhes to lay his ſceptre at your feet. x 
Your ſway ſhall bleſs the land, and humbled Theſeus 
Will be wa: d to ſue to you for mercy. 
The power will then be your's, the envie power | 


[ Aide. 
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. Of podlike clemency : 'wilt then:be yours"? © > 5 02.9995: 1 


'To ſhow thee worthy of imperial ſway, ' 

To ſhelter {till the man you onre'could love ; 
Know him inſenſible to worth hke thine, 
To honour loſt, and yet forgive him all: 
Ari, MuſtI transfer th' atfoQtions of = foul | 

To juſtify kisperfidy? Muſt I 7 

Bargain away my heart, to ſave a eraitor? ao 
For the fair Greek to ſave him? Mighty' gods ! 

He ſhall not wed her !--- Give her tomy rage.— 

I'll follow to the altar ; there my vengeance A 


How my heart ſhrinks—no, ſtrike—«« my blood recoil 


«« Aſſt me, Pheedra, give the means of death.” 
She ſhall not live-to revel in his arnis.. 
'Fhen Theſeus ſhall behold her faded form, 

« And every droÞ the traitor then lets fall,” 
Shall pay me for the tears, the galling tears, 
His perfidy has coſt me: then hell know 

The agony of ſoul, the mortal pang, 

When we are robb*d of all the-hearr adores. 


« Phe. Ha! will you, fifter, ſtain your hand in blood ? 


« Ari. Then Theſeus roo—he chngs about my heart ;— 
«© No, let him fail for Orete ; my father's Juſtice 

« Wl claim atonement for a daughter's wrongs, 

« Doom him a ſacrifice for broken vows, 

© A dreadful warning to ungrateful man.” 


Enter PERITBOUS. 


Perit. Your woes encreaſe each hour, - A ens; ev!n now 


Leads Theſeus forth, by Periander's order, 

To yonder tower that overhangs the bay. 

From hence, ere morn he muſt depart for Crete, 
Phe. An! there to periſh—Ariadne halte, 

Seek Periander,—fly—prevent the ſtroke, 
4ri. ** He can no more deceive me.” 

Let the barbarian perifh---no, | 

No more of tenderneſs---the gen'rous deed. 

But gives to fell ingratitude the pow'r 

With ſcorpion ſtings to pierce you to the heart. 
Phe. Will you, then, 

Ah, will you, cruel, ſee him doon'd to die? 

T'll ſeek the king, and bathe his feet with tears, 

And rave, and ſhriek, til} he releaſe him to me, 


 [Exite 
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e& Perit. If he muſt fall, *tis you have fix'd his doom, 
« You ſtill can ſave him. At one glance from you 
« 'The king will feel his reſolution melt. 
« 4r;. 1 ſav'd him once, and he requites me for it. 
« No more of tenderneſs, The getrous deed 
«« But gives to fell ingratitude the.pow'r 
« With ſcorp:orſtings to pierce you to the heart. 
« Perit. Yet, Ariadne, think— 
&« rx;, No more, but leave me. -- [ Exit Perit, 
«« Yes, let the traitor die ;—if he muſt die, | 
« In ſome dark cave I can deplore his fate, 
« Hid from the world, forgetting -all but him, 
« *Till the kind hand of death fhall lay me ſtretch'd, 
« In cold oblivion on the flinty, ground, - 
«« Pale, wan, and ſenſeleſs as the marble. form 
« That lics.m ſorrow on ſome virgin's tomb L—_ 
« He will not ſee my tears: the barbarous man 
«« Will be no more ungrateful.--Mighty gods ! 
« I lov'd, I am betray*'d—yet love - ſtll,— 
«Quick let me hence :—one gen'rous effort more G. 
« May ftill—— fond wiſhes, how you ruſh upon me !—. 
«« Should he relent, —Oh, ſhould returning love _ 
*« Once more——vain hope {—yet the deluſion charms me :— 
fr One gen'rous effort moye may make him mine.” [ Exit, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
— — 


Enter ALETES, followedby au Orrices; 


Alt E5s 


J. USTICE prevails, and Theſeus is my priſoner ; : 

Yon? tow'r immures him cloſe. Seek thou the harbour, 
Unmoor the ſhip ; let all things be prepar'd 

To give the ſpreading canvafs to the wind. 

'The day declines, and the moon? s filver beam 

Plays on the trembling wave, This night tis fixed | 
Theſeus with me fhiall ſeck the Cretan ſhore. | © [Exit Officers 


#7 Enter Antanne. . 


Ari. Where 15 your priſoner ? 
Al. In you” tow'r ſecur'd. 
Ari, Your policy has fail'd ; releaſe him Reaighe? E : 
Tis the king? s order; you may read it, fir. [ @:wes him a Paper, 
- Al.-Your intereſt has prevail'd, and I obey. ©. "Les | 
Ari. Ye fond 1deas, ye fierce warring paſhons, 
With what a mingled ſway you drive me on ! 
Grief, rage, and indignation riſe by turns ; 
But love flows in, and reſolution dies. ' 
Ha ! ſee he comes—OQh ! how this flutt'ring tumult, 
With hopes and fears alternate, ſhakes my frame. 


Enter Tatstvus; 


i. [viewing him as he advances] Difiimulation fails him, and | 
his looks | 
| No longer hide the characters of guilt. 
The. How ſhall I pour my thanks? a thouſand ſentiments 
All preſs at once, and yetdeny me utterance. 
Words are too poor : exprefſion ftrives in vain. 
Ari. You need no more diflemble—fir, I've heard © Periander 
« Has heard the purpoſe of your ſoul. Laſt night, 
« When ſleep ſeal'd ev*ry eye, in darkneſs wrapt, 
« 'Thro? ſecret ways, clandeſtine as your thoughts, 
« You ſtole into his preſence ; there diſclos'd”? 
Your hidden flame, your alienated heart. 


[ turns from him. 
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The. Spare your reproaches, princeſs ; Oh! forbear, 
Forbear in pity to afflict a mind | 
Too deeply wounded ! that feels all it's errors, 

Feels all your virtues, and with keenest ſenſe 
Aches at 1t's own refleQions, | 

Ari. Of the pardon _ | 
Which Periander to my pray*rs has granted, | 
You know not the extent. To-morrow's ſun 
Shall light yoa to your nuptials; you may tacn 
Shew to the world this unapparent beauty, 

And give to her the vows that once were mine. 

The. Oh! Ariadne, ſpare this keen reproof ! 
Could you but know the pangs that struggle here— 

Ari. © Theſeus, you weep ! you weep o'er my affliftions 3 
«© You feel my wrongs, yet barb*rous ev*n in pity, 
« You fix the shaft of anguish in my heart ! 

" The. © On me, on me the weight of ruin falls ; 
«Tis I am plung'd 3n woe ; a man condemn'd, 
«« 'To wander o'er the world.” Alas, *tis fate, 
Fate drives me on. If you forget a wreich, 
The prey of grief, the ſport of fortune*s malice : 
And if a monarch, to reward your virtues, 
Prepares th' imper1 wreathe to deck your brow— 

Ari. Is thit the recompence I wiſh'd to gain ? 

«« Too well you know this heart. Had Pertander . 
«« A wider empire than e*er monarch ruld, 

« And you were helpless, deſtitute of fortune, 

«© I had been, heav'n can witnels ! happy with you. 
« In loving you, I sought yourſelf alone. 

The, ©* For all this waste of generous affeCtion, 
« Calamity 1s all that Theſeus brings. 

Ari. Come lead me hence to ſome far diſtant wid, 
Where human footstep never prints a trace ? | 
There bleſs*d with thee I could for ever dwell, 

«© Thron'd in thy heart, the miltreſs of thy lave. 

« The. Here happineſs awaits you ; here you're deſtin'd 

«© The mild vicegerent of the gods on earth. 
« In that bright ſph-re while you ſerenely ſhine, 
«« The pattern of all virtue, temp'ring juſtice 
«« With mercy, and diffuſing bleflings round you, 
« With tears of joy mankind will own your ſway. 
Ari. Oh, vile ingrate! 
« The, If you will deipn to hear me: 
« Though great my crimes——— 


\ 
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« Ari. Thou traitor !—was it this | 
«« You look'd and talk'd, when firft T faw and lov'd ? 
«« Your doom was'hix'd ; the officers of 5 porn 
<< Remorſeleſs led you forth ; my tremblin | 
« Purſued your fteps; tears gush'd ; I cou Faw not ſpeak. | 4 
«c ] fled to your re lief, and wy undoing : 2 
« Then ev'ry god was witneſs to your vows. 
«« The fond deluſion charm'd me. 1 Balla 
« Aoainſt my father ; TI betray'd his honour ; 5 
«© And all for thee. -1 fled ny native land. cor 
\ . «© Nor winds, nor waves, nor exile could” de&bar me. 
© This the return !—have I deſery*d it of yoo? 
« Tell me my crime ; ; and, oh ! if poſlible 
« Teach me to think *tis juſtice that I ſuffer ; | 
« For ev'n in fuin I would not abhor thee.” | 
The. You wrong me much : By yon wks ſtars I ſwear, 
I never meant by baſe ingratitude 
To fix aftifion in that boſom-ſoftneſs. 
'Thy name, thy merit, and thy wondrous $a6nefs; 
While life informs this frame, ſhall eyer hve 
Efteem'd and honour'd, treaſur'd in my heart. 
Ari. Eſteem'd and Honvur'd tStwas your love you promi:'d, 
A monarch, ſaid thou, woes me to his arms {— _ 
What truth, what fair return have I to give him ? ? 
Give me, barbar1an !' give me back my heart, ' 
'Fhe heart you robb'd me off:—Give back my vows, 
My artleſs vows, my pure unpledg'd affettions, 
With equal warmth that I may meet his love ;. 
And not like thee, with treach*rous bland allufements, 
Courts his embface, and charm him to betray. 
The. 'Then if you will, wreak your worſt vengeance on me. 
Aſcend the throne ; back to the Cretan ſhore 
Convey me hence to glut your father's rage ; 
I there can die content. Or if your mercy 
Permit me once again to vifit Greece, 
Oft I ſhall hear of Ariadne's name 
Well pleas'd at diſtance, in the humble vale ey ba 
Of private life," or 1n the tented field, | 
To view tne radiant glory that ſurrounds you, _ ” \ 
And thank the gods for ſhedding bleflings down 
On thee and all thy race. 
Ari. Ay, vifit Greece 
Diſplay to Athens all your brave exploits, 
Your battles won, the nations you have 'conquer?d,” 
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And let your banners, waving high in air, 
Hold forth the bright inſcription to men's eyCs, 
* Lo, this 18 he who triumph'd o'er a woman.” 
My death will blazon forth the fame of him, _ 
Who freed the world from monſters of the deſert, | Mas 
Who flew the mingtaur, but, could not quell | 
Ingratitude, that morifter of the ſoul. ad, 

The. You need not, Ariadne, Oh; you necd not et 
Thus tear me piece-megl. . My diſtracted beart 
Feels in each nerve, Arid bleeds at Every vein. 

Ari. Unbidgen'tears, why will-you fool me thus ! 
Theſe tears that fall, that thus guſh out perforce, 
Are. not the tears of ſupplicating love :— 
They are the tears of burning indignation, 
Of ſhame, and rage, and pride, and conſcious virtue z 
Virtue that fecls,. feels at the very heart 
Each (tab inhuman treachery has given, 
Yet ſees that calm tranquillity in guilt, 
See me no more ; to-morrow fþr zad your jails, 
But take not, Sir, the partner of your heart j— 
No,—gare not, on thy life, convey er hence. 
Go, ſail for: Athens, 
Alone, heart-broken, comfortleſs ; like me 
Plung*d in dejpair. 
Far -exwell, for EVEr, Ol, uUnNT1 aieful man? 


Enter PHEADRA, 


Phe. Once more reſtor'd to liberty and lite. [To Ties 
The. Oh, death were happineſs to whar I feel ! 
« ri. See meno more ; to-morrow. ſpread your ſails; 

« Take in your train the partner of your heart.— . 


_ * She ſhall not go :—once more [I'll ſee the king, 


« And dare not on thy hfe convey her hence. 
« Phe. What meddling fiend inflames you thus to madneſs ? 
« Hear, Ariadne, hear. 
« 4;;. Go, fail for Athens, [7s Thes 
:« Alone, heart-broken, comfortleſs ; liks me 
'< Plung'd in deſpair ; like me, depriv'd of all 
+ Your heart held dear. 
* Ph&. Let me appeaſe your wrath. 
« ri. Þ will deſcend to pray'rs and tears no more. | 
s Farcwell for ever ; Oh, ungrateful man ! be 7 vtte 
« The,” Difſtraftion !—madncis !—O0! h, ſhe has deſtroy 


My peace of mind for ever ! 
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Phe. Theſeus, no : 
My lenient care ſhall mitigate your grief. _ 

F he. For thee, my Phxdra, I bear all for thee. — 
| Since hberty 15 mine, let me employ it 
To ſerve our mutual bliſs. The time admits 
No dull delay. This moment I muſt leave thee. 

Phe. Ah !—whither do you go ? 

The. Obſerve me well. 

That path that winds along the barren heath, 
Leads to the mountain's ridge : there down the ſteep 
A ſoft deciivity will guide your ſteps 
To Neptune's temple, ſhelter'd in the grove. 
There f expe&t you. 
Phe. Wherefore ?—what intent ?— 
Unfold the dark deſign ; my feags alarm me. 
| The. No more ;—the ſun deſcends, and ſable night 
Draws o'er the face of things her duſky veil, 
With cautious ſtep proceed ; but, ere you $9, 
Watch Ariadne :—here beguile her ſtay, | 
If ſhe purſues me, all 1s loſt for ever. 
Farewell, farewell, I truſt my fate with thee. 

Phe. Oh, how my boſom pants with doubt and fear ! 
What may this mean ?—ſome dread event impends. 
He will not---no---preferve him, gracious powers ! 
Let him not, prompted by deſpair, attempt 
Beyond his ſtrength, and ruſh on ſure deſtruQion. 


Enter ARIADNE. 


Ari. Where, Phzdra, whither is the traitor fled ? 
Phe. Oh, you have been to blame !---with hagard eyes 
Upturn'd to Heaven, he paus'd, and heav'd a ſigh, 
As if his lab'ring heart would burſt his frame, 
And leave him here, a pale, a breathleſs corple, 
At length with haſte, with fury in his look, | 
| But blefling ſtill your name, he ruſh'd along, 
And vaniſh'd from my ſight. 
Ari. The barb*'rous man ! 
Did he deny his falſehood ? Did one tear 


Speak hi3 cumpunction ? Did he once celent ? 


In guilt obdurate ! did you mark his mien, 
The pride, the ſcorn that darted from his eye? 


[ Exzt. 


Phe. What choice was left him, when with fierce diſdain 


You {purn*d him from you ? 
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Ari. Therefore did he ſhun me ? 
Ungen'rous man ! 'he ſaw I lov'd him moſt, 
Then when enrag'd I pour'd my curſes on him : 
My heartſtrings even then were twin'd about him. 
Dae more [11 ſee him : ſhould he fail for Athens, 
Tis fix'd to follow hum. © He will not then 
«« Dare to avow a treachery like this. 
« His glory 1s at ſtake : with one accord 
« All hearts declare for me. The ſons of Greece, " 
«« For all my ſorrows, all my ſufferings paſt, | 
« Wiſh to reward me in their hero's arms.” 
Phe. And does Perithous join you? does he mean 
To waft you o'er the deep ? 
Ari. His ſhip already 
From laſt night's ſtorm refitted, courts the breeze, _ 
And even now prepares to plough the deep. 
Phe. Theſeus, the while, in pining diſcontent, 
Forlorn and wretched on the blaſted heath, 
Sighs to the winds, and drinks his falling tears. 
Ari. Oh, fly, purſue him ! calm his troubled ſprrit ! 
< Still, traitor as he 1s, he may relent. 
«« For Oh, too well I know his godlike nature; 
« Know the mild virtues that adorn his mind, 
« And more than ſpeak in each enchanting look.” 
Go ſeek him, Phzdra: tell him all my wocs, 
And reconcile his heart to love and me. | 
But hark |—ſome Rep this way 
Phe. Perithous comes. 
« Ari, Haſte—fly—purſue him—find the barbarous man.” 
« Phe.” | leave you now. 
Ari, Farewel]. 
Phe. Where ſhall we mort? 
Ari. In yonGer palace. 
Phe. There you may expect me. (Exit. 
Ari, Oh, grant her power to touch, to melt his heart ! 


Enter PERITRHOUS. 


Perit. I bring you tidings may revive your hopes,— 
Theſeus may ſtill be thine. 


Ari. May full be mine! | 
Perit. Yes :—Periander, ſhould he ſtill perſiſt 
To hold you here a captive, ſees his danger, 
Crete arms againſt him : Athens too will claim you, 
And let deſtrution looſe. To cope with both, 


— I 
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Nat even the ſoul of Periander dares; © 6 

He muſt releaſe you :, then you ſail for Greece, . 
Theſeus will there be yours': hisfolema vow "We | 

, And the vaſt debt of gratitade heowes,":!: 4 

* Join'd by the public voice,-will bind him to you. . % 
Ari. But if conſtraint alongw— Ah! 34-06 cnanl 
"That his relenting heart will feehremorſe 2: IT 


« Perit. The indignation of mankind will warn him. | 


« Retutrnin vytue then — oo 

« Ari. It aught can waken 4 I 
« A ſpark of love in that-obdurate breaſt ; "Charts. wy og 
A look, a figh, impaſlion'd from the en CORO 


" * 
La © ? 


#1 1D,» 


Will heal my ſorrows, and, with tears of joy, -- 2:6" 6.2 


Make me forgive him all. I burn once more 
To wander with him 0*er the roaring deep. 
And has the king conſented? © pg 
Perit. Ev'n now I left lim of 4 
In cloſe debate, and onward to this ſpot 
Bending his eager ſtep. With friendly counſels 
Archon attends, and {econds all I wiſh. | 
Lo, where he comes this way. Retire a while : 
You” grove will give you ſhelter : there remain. 
A ſingle glance from thoſe perſuaſive eyes 
May once again inflame. his fierce deſires, 
And reaſon then will plead your cauſe in vain. 
Ari. May all yaur words fink melting to his ſoul ! 
Perit. Now, gods, affift me ! If I nuw ſucceed, 
wy fears ſubſide, and danger is no more. 


Enter En 


Perian. Perkins hear ; this hour ends all debate. 
My reſolution 's fix'd : then urge no more 
Your haughty claim : tis torture to my heart, 
Perit. A heart like thine will generouſly love. 
You will notYorce the princeſs to your arms, 
Nor light with Hymen's torch the flames of war. 
Perian. Ha doſt thou deem me of ſo fierce a ſpirit, 
To tyrannize the fears of A.iadne ? 
| No,---her own lip, the muſic of that voice, 
To my delighted ear ſhall breathe the promiſe, 
The ſoft avowal of our mutual flame. 


Perit. She doats on Theſeus : the wide world has heard 


The ſtory of her love. And can you hope 
To turn away the current of affection | 
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From him, who firſt awak*d her young deſires, 

Still fans the flame, and lords it o'er her foul ? 
Perian. Let him depart : I have releas'd him to you, 

Then Ariadne will reſent her wrongs, 

Incline hex. heart, and liſten to my vows. 

Bear your friend hence : my orders ſhall be iſſued, 

For Ariadne trouble me no more. [ Exit. 
Perit. Proud monarch, go! This night ſhall mar your hopes * 

This very night, while ſleep lulls all your guards, 

She ſhall embark. When lawleſs pow*r prevails, 

The noble end muſt Juſtify the means. 


Enter ARIADNE. 


Ari. Thou generous man ! haſt thou regain'd my freedom ? 
Perit, This very night we quit the hated ſhore. | 
Enquire no more: you muſt embark with me. 
For 'Theſeus, he will gladly join our hight. 
Ari, All things invite us : from the {ky burſts forth 
A {tream of radiance, and the level main 
Preſents a wide expanſe of quivering light. 
Where is my filter ? 
Perit, She muſt here remain. 
Ari. No, it were perfidy, a breach of friendſhip. | 
She fled with me : our hearts were ever join'd 
By the ſweet ties of friendſhip and of love. 
Perit. Here ſhe muſt ſtay ; your happineſs requires it. 
Ari. What 1s her crime? Ah, why ſhould we deſert her ?! 
Perit. Seek not to know too much. 
Ari. No, Phaedra, no; 
{ cannot leave thee here. 


Enter ARCHON. 


Arc. This very moment _ 

A ſoldier from the harbour brings this letter. 

To you it 16 addreſs'd. [ Gives a leiter to Perit, 
Perit. And comes from 'Theſeus. 
Ari. From 'Theſeus! —wherefore ?—whence?—what new event? 
Perit. | Reads. | « My heart *s too full to vent itlelt in words, 

© I know my conduct will be blam'd by all. , 

« | will not varniſh it with vain excuſe. 

t I ſeiz'd vour ſhip : we have already paſs'd 

* The head-land of the harbour.? 

Oa ! this conſlummares all. ” 


— 
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Ari. Why dofſt thou pauſe ? ? he 
Proceed ; go on ; let me drink deep of horror. | 
[Taking the "letter, endeavours to proceed, but cannot. She returns 
zt to Perithous. ] 
« Perit. | Reads,] We have already paſs'd 
© /The head-land of the harbour : < sunk in grief, 
«© Diſtracted with her fears, in wild amaze, 
« Phzdra has join*d my flight. 
« Is Phezdra with him? _ 
'« 4re. They embark'd t me.” | 
Ars. \[Reags. ] « To Ariadn | 
| © Be ev*ry duty paid, each. nder care,-. 
« Aﬀſuag'd her ſorrows : Periander's love 
* Will charm each ſenſe, and teach her to forget 
« Perhaps in time, when ev*ry bliſs attends her, 
* 'To pardon Phzdra, and the wretched ha nad 
1s Pheara with him? 
Arc.. T hey embark'd together. | 
« Ari. All just and righteous” —— [ Ari. folle'm on the ground. 
_ _ Perit. Ah! the fiints ! ſhe faints: -. 
Bring inſtant help ; ; aſhift her, lend your aid, 
3 [ Enter attendant Virgins, 
Oh ! wretched princeſs! would the gods allow you 
To breathe your laſt, and never wake again 
'Co this bad world, *twere happineſs indeed ! 
She ſtirs, ſhe moves ; the blood returns again, 
But oh ! to make her feel the weight of woe, 
And ſee the deſolation that ſurrounds her. 
« Ari. Where have my ſenſes wander'd? Why CIs. me 
« Are you all fix*d, the ſtatues of deſpair ? 
« Oh 1-1 remember Open earth, and hide me ; 
*« In your cold cavcs you never yet receiv:d | | , 
© A wretch betray'd, undone, and lost as I am. 
« Perit.” Aflited mourner, raiſe thee from the earth. 
'Thy woes indeed are great. - 
Ari. O, ſay—could you believe it? [As fhe riſes 
 Phxdra has join'd his flight ; ſhe too betrays me. 
She was my other ſelf ; tor.ever dear; 
Dear as the drops that circled in my veins, 
But now, ah! now, to warm this heart no more. 
Perhaps even now ſhe-gazes on his charms, 
Hangs on each accent, catches from thoſe eyes 
The tweet enchantment ; © knows I ſhed theſe tears ; 
« Knows that I beat this breaſt, and rend this hair, 
** And tell my ſorrows to theſe craggy clifts, 
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_« And raveand friele, | in madneſs and deſpair, n 


Haſte, fly, purſue them, launch into the main, 
Arm all your ſhips, bring ſwords,. bring l1quid fire, | 
Fly, overtake them, whelm them in the deep, ah ! 
[ Falls into the arms of her attendants, 
« Perit, Attend her, virgins with your tend”rest duty 
{ Exeunt Ariadne with | attendants. 
& Arc, If this be thy contrivance ; 
 * Perit, Charge me not | 
«© With a black deed that has undone my friend, 
« And to the lateſt time muſt brand his name. 
5c T feel for him; L feel for Ariadne. t 


* She now demands our OT R_nny and care. | [ Exeant. 


« The Back Scene opens ; the Harbour and the Sea in wiew.* 
Enter ARLADNE <vith Attendants. 


c& Ar;. Behold, look there, ſze where the veſlel bounds, 
«© Oh: horror, horror ! how the rapid prow 
«« Glides through the waves! Will none purſue the traitor ? 
« 1. Vir. Alas, my royal mistreſs, * tis 1N Vain. 
. « 4, Turn, Theſeus, turn ; *tis Ariadne calls, 
_ «« Return barbarian ! whither do you fly ? 
« 'This way dire& your courſe : ſtay, Phedra, ſtay. 
« See how they bound along the level main, | 
« And cleave their way ; and catch each gale that blows. 
« Inhuman treachery ! | [Leans on her attendants. 
« Perit, Her/grief exhauſts her ſtrength, but ſoon again 
«© Deſpair will rouse her with redoubled force. ' 
« 4r;i. Heart-piercing fight! And ſes the traitor ſtill 
« Purſues his courſe. Yon” glitt'ring hoſt of ſtars 
« Lend all their rays ; the elements combine ! 
© Ye winds, ye waves, you too are leagu'd againſt m me ; 
« You join with guilt, accomplices in fraud ! 
« All falſe as Theſeus; all as Phzdra falſe ; 
«« Officious all to end this wretched being. 
«« Your victory will ſoon be gained : That pang, 
« Oh! this cold tremor—tis the hand of death—— 
& I hope it 1s; my grave TT EE? Ag. 
| : [ Sits down on the point of a rock. 


Enter PERIANDER, PERITHOUS, and AzCuov. 


Perian. Oh, dire event ! 
« Pexit. See where the beauteous mourner 
© Grows to the rock, and thinks herſelt to ſtone !”? 
IF bk | 
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Perian. Riſe, princeſs, riſe, and let us bear you hence 
To your own palace, where the ſtorm of grief 
Will ſoon ſubſide, and peace, and love, and joy, 


| Reviſit yout ſad heart.  _ -  * [T hey lead her frunds, 7 


. *£/ 4ri, No, never, never; 

«© My eaſy heart will be deceiv'd ro more. 
« Perian. For thee love ſtill has new PIs | in ſtore, 

« Whole years of bliſs.” 

Ari. Why do you ſmile upon me 

I never ſerv*d you ; never ſav'd your life ; 

Made you no promiſe: why ſhould you deceive me ? 
Perian. May {weet oblivion of her past aMictions 

Steal gently o'er her ſoul. Reſtore her, heaven ! 

Ari. Have you a ſiſter ?—She will break your heart. 
Perian. 1 come to calm your griefs, and crown your days 

With love ſincere, and everlasting truth. 

*« Ari, All truth 1s fled ; long ſince ſhe fled the earth, 

« 'Tir'd 0i her pilgrimage. Why, holy powers ! 

« Why leave Poor mortals crawling here below, : 

«« Where there's no confidence, no truth, no faith ! 

« All nature moves by your eternal law ; | 

« 'Truth is the law of man, and yet ſhe's fled. 

& I ſee her there—there near the throne of Jove,. 

«« Her garments white as her own candid mind ; 

«« She looks with pity on this vale of*error, | 

« And drops a tear: while falſehood in diſguiſe, 

«© With ſpecious ſeeming, walks her deadly round, 

«« And maſk'd in friendſhip, where ſhe ſmiles, deſtroys. 
<« Perian. Let me condu& you : truſt your friends. , 
Ari. You look * Egon Eon, 

As if I might believe you : ſo did Theſeus; _ 

But where, where is he now ? *'To Ariadne ' 

© Be every duty paid, each tender care !? 

Oh ! artful man ! Look there !. I ſee him 3 

I ſee the ſhip; it leſſens to my view, 

It lefſens st1!l ! and now, just now 1t fades ! 

It fades away, it melts into the clouds ! 

Scarce, ſcarce perceiv'd ! *tis gone, *tis loſt, 

For ever, ever loſt ! is that the laſt, | 

'The laſt ſad glimple ? and mutt I linger here? 


Die, Ariadne, die, and end your woes. [Stabs herſel If 


Periau. Oh! fatal raſhneſs ! quick, bring every help ! 

Perit. Deep 1n her veins the pontard Jrinfes her blood. 

Ari, ?Twas 'T heſeus' gift : his beſt, his kindeſt preſet 6 ; 
As ſuch I ſheath'd it in my very heart. 


/ 


A 


«© Oh! let me feel ingratitude no more. 


 & They will deceive-cach other,” 


It is the ſtab fell perfidy has given, 


© No, let me ſee the light of heaven no more.” 
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. * Perian. Her Autt ring ſoul 1s on the wing to leave her. 
« 4r;, Elyſium 1s before me ; let not Theſeus 

& Purſue me thither ; in thoſe realms of_bliss 

« Let my departed ſpirit know ſome reſt. 


<« Keep Theſeus here ih this abode of guilt ; 
«This wor'd is his ; let him remain with Phzdra 
« Let him be happy—no, the fares forbid it ; 


Perian. Ah! that wound, 
Pours faſt the ſtream of life. 
- Ari. It gives no pain. 


That rankles here. Oh! raiſe me, raiſe me up. 


Perithous, you behold your friend's exploit ! 
I thank you, Periander ; you have been 
Kind, good, and tender, May ſome worthier bride, 
Adorn'd with all that virtue ads to beauty, 
Endear the joys of life. Alas, I die! 
No mother here with pious hand to cloſe 
My faded eyes; no father o*er my urn 
To drop a tear, and f{oothe, my penſive ſhade. 
« No; I deſerve tt; I betray'd them both. _ 
« 'The barb*rous man ! He ſtabb'd me to the heart ! ! 
* And yet even then I knew bu: half my wrongs.” | 
And you too, Phadra | ——— Oh ! [ Dies. 
' Perian, She's gone, and with her what a noble mind! 
What gen'”rous virtues are there laid in ruin! 
Perit. 'Thou injur'd innocence ! oppreſs'd with wrongs, 
And ſore beſet, there reits thy Janguiſh'd head. 
Oh ! when the geds bestrow on mortal man 
'That bloom of beauty, thoſe exalted charms, 
By virtue dignified, they give the beſt, 
"The nobleſt pift their bounty has in ſtore : 
A pift.to be efteem'd, ador'd by all; 
To be protetted by the ſoldier*s valour, 
Not thus betray&d, abandon'd to deſparr, 
And the keen pangs of ull requited love. [ Exeqnt Omnes. 


PROLOGUE. 


WRITTEN BY I. P. KEMBLE. 
" | "uo Spoken by Mr. WxouGHTONs | 


WJ HENEER the Poet, in retiring vein, 

Pretlaims his purpose neer to write again, 

T he threaten'd Town interprets the kind way, SO SY. 
And takes an ant in his next la:t play. ay ke : 


- Not that our Bard has play'd. you fact and laose, 
Or pleads this general candour for exeuze 3 
He dares not trifle with the public sense, 
. But thinks such folly downright impudence; 
Brought, not advancing, since he then appears , 
To rick the well won fame of forty years, 
He trusts distin# indulgence youll afford—= 
Not he, but Ariadne, breaks his wvord, 


F rom ancient Stores uw? take our plot to- night, 
Form*d on the mournful tale of T heseus flight; 
The time, that golden Ara, some relate, © + 
When equal Minos rul'd the Cretan state. | N 


Hail, holy Sage ! who taught'st licentious man 
To find his freedom where the laws began ; 

' WWhoze fame in arms, redoubted from afar, 
From thine own $shores deter'd invasive warms 
Whilst thy mild genius o'er a prosperous isle 
Gawe every good and every grace to smile 3 

 *Till thine to all thy subjedts were as aear, 

As George's wirtues to his Britons here. 


To all cur author bids me humbly bend, 
But deprecate no Foe, and court no friend < et | 
Fith grateful pride he thinks of honors pact, ES Eg 28 
Azd hopes you 'Il bid those walu*d honors lasts © _ 
Freely to you he now commends his cause== | | 


Should he dezerve—you*ll not withhold applanse. © 


— 


EPILOGUE. 


L 4D1t S— though ſearce alive==quite out of breath, 
1 come—to talk a little after death ; 

When tir*d of woe, and daggers, and g/l that, 
Nothing revives us like a little chat. ® 


Now—fo the Iawvs of Epilogue ordain, 

* All fhould be turn'd to jeſt, and flippant ftrain ; 
nd 1, with points moſt miſerably witty, 
Should play the mimic, and lampoon the city. 


Far other motives bid me now appear ; 
Far other ſentiments are ftruggling here : 
d came to view this circle, fair and bright, 


- And thank you for each tear you've ſhed to-night; 


The tear, that gives the ſoft endearing grace ; 
Virtues coſmetic for the lovelieft face; 

That ſhows the features in their genuine hue, 
Like roſes bluſhing through the morning dew. 


Ye men,—ye boaſted lords of the creation; 

Who give your Ariadnes ſuch vexation ; 

May 1 approach you, pray ? and may 1 dare 

Aſe why you droop ?—and why that languid air ? 
*Tis ſympathy in guilt ; and T heſeus* caſe 

' With rifing bluſhes erimſons ev*ry face ; | 
Cen/ure on fraud like his, you own, muſt fail : 
' Too awell you know—he repreſents you all, 


Hd yet you've ſome excuſe ; theſe modiſh days 
Lend a few tints to varniſh all your ways. 
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When a GRAND SwEEPSTAKES to Newmarket calls, 
And Five To Four each groom, each jockey bawls © 
What beauty then can lure you from the courſe, © ; 


| 90 hope—yoill love her BETTER than your Hogss? 


When to the Club the  poning rage invites, 
And faſcinating FARO claims your nights ; 


The tender paſſion then intrudes no more, 


And ForTunNe is the Venus you adore. 
But is ſhe conflant ?—Loſs on loſs enſues, 

And bonds, and momygages, attorneys, Jews: 
Leve then may well his fofter rights forego, | 
Spread his light wings, and fly the ſcene of wor. 


| But now the times a nobler plea may yield ; 


A War invites you ;—arm, and take the field. 


The Sons of FRANCE would fain fubwert your laws 3 
Go forth the champions of your country's cauſe. 

Behold the bright example of the day, 

Gc—where our Royal FREDERICK leads the Way 3 ; 
So Albion's liberties ſecure ſhall tand, 


4nd Kine, and LoxDs, and Commons guard the Land, 
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